Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



wssm 



600083020J 



; 



THE AMUSING SONGSTER. 



\ •• 



^ 



w 



• yjTw 



THE 



AMUSING SONGSTEE. 



£DIT£D BT 

J. E. CARPENTER. 




LONDON : 
GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS, 

BUOABWAT, LTJDGATB HILL. 
KEW YOBK: 416. BIIOO^^ &TB;^'K.t. 

1860. / 

/^^ /So ( 




l-s 



CONTENTS. 



iniTreflolTed Cramer 4^ Oo^.., 09 

the BatUe Adduou 4r 0». ... 100 

l/AUHaiM 4- Co. M 

•sUm JMUo 23 

lave I lost thee ChappeU 4r Cir,.„ 43 

iman's Ditty M 

ralked forth one Sammer's Day Cramer 4' Co^.,» St 

>rtime'8 Billows heaved Ifovello^Co IM 

ill is hanging o'er me Bantford 4" Son IdO 



Allxv Cramer 4 Co^.., 75 

le doll Care UtAlmalM^Co, 68 

nd to each other Addieon it Co. ... 115 

laokftay NooeUo^Co 135 

Song 91 

nan's Song ». 86 

g the Compass 135 

t Things can never die ChappeU 4 Oo,.., 43 

qr-CHBUc Patty 8. Brewer 4 0». 49 

tmasTime IW 

nncyrewaKled S. Brewer 4 Cd, 80 

, rest in tUa Bosom Addieon 4 Co. ... 110 

led Jack 127 

's Golden Arrow Leint4^- ^ 

Nan<nr, adieu Jieizler 4" Co, ...127 

ji and Victory Nooello 4r Co.,„... 113 

Kin's Bower Addi9on4Co. ... 72 

CMte Cramer 4 Co 31 

tovM B.WUliame 35 

e Bumper fair Addi90H4 Co. ... 107 

r, IbUow over Mountain jyAlmaine 4 Co, 61 

■gland and the Queen Metzler 4 ^- --- ^^ 

•pHonlity KoceUo Jj 0>,^.« ^ 

rBiDor braves the Deep ,........•< '^*^ 



THE AMUSING SONGSTER. 



THE 



AMUSING SONGSTEE. 



£DIT£D BT 

J. E. CARPENTER. 




LONDON : 
GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS, 

BAOADWAT, LUDGATE UI LL. 
NEW YOBK: 416, BROOME STREET. 

1866. 




LOVSOVt 
S4TIIL AVO BDWABDB, rsXKTMtS, CUIVOOS BTBUr« 
GOTXITT OABDEV. 



CONTENTS. 



TXTLS. VVBLISHIB. tAAB 

&. DOVBT resolved Cramer 4r Oo^.,, 66 

After the Battle AddUon^Co. ... 100 

Aloft ITAkmime 4r Co. W 

Alma's Urn Ditto 23 

And have I lost thee ChappM^Ctr..., 43 

A Seaman's Ditty 82 

As I walked forth one Sommer's Day Crammr 4 Co^.„ 67 

As Fortune's Billows heaved NoveUo ^ Co. 109 

A Spell is hanging o'er me Banafard if Son \QO 

Babbaba AiXBir Cramer 4" Co...... 75 

Beeone doll Care J/Almame^Co. 68 

Be kmd to each other Addieon ^ Co, ... 115 

Ben Backstay NoveUo^ Co 135 

Boat Songr 91 

Boitman's Song 86 

Boiing the Compass 135 

Bright Things can never die Chappell 4r Co,... 43 

CnutBy-CHBKJC Patty S, Brewer ^ Co, 49 

Christmas Time 112 

Constancy rewarded S. Brewer ^ Of, 80 

Come, rest in tUs Bosom Addieon 4r Co. ... 110 

Crippled Jack 127 • 

Capid's Golden Arrow Lewie^Co 65 

DiAB Nancy, adieu Metzler 4r Co, ...127 

Doncan and Victory NooeUoJirCo 113 

Btxlbbb'8 Bower Addieon 4r Co. .., 72 

PAlBn«b9 Cramer if^ Co 31 

Palsetomfl B.WiUlaxM. ^& 

nil the Bumper fair AddVtou 2( Co. ...^SS\ 

Pdlov, follow over Mountain ly Almaiiie fr Co. Vl 

Per JSi^ifjiJ and f he Queen MetaUrfrCo. .- ^^, 

Jr?^P£V"'?.'' KotceU^^^ S 

vteflWter l^raves the Deep '^^ 



% 



4 CONTEXT?. 

TilLIi. rUBLISHER. PAGB 

GivBmcaFacc 9 

GoodMomiug B. Cocks Jc Co.... 124 

Hafpinsss and Home 115 

Has anybody here seen Hugo ? Boo$exf Sf 8on».... 63 

Has Sorrow thy young Days shaded Addison 4" Co. ... 68 

Here's a Health to thee, Tom Moore D'Almaine 4r Co^ 101 

Home and Friends around us Purday 119 

How happy oould I be with either JXAlmaine 4" Co. 8i 

How little do the Landsmen know 108 

How pleasant a Sailor's Life passes 128 

How pleasant is the Farmer's Life 116 

How sweet 'tis to return Duff ^ Co 18 

How sweet in the Woodlands lyAlmaiMSf Co, 81 

I lie not what I seem 3. WilUamt 8 

I cannot Sing the Old Songs Boosey ^ Song ... 19 

I'd mourn the Hopes that leave mo Cramer 4" Co 61 

If 'tis Love to wish you near Novella 4" Co S9 

I know thou dost love me JL Cocke ir Co.... 98 

in Omens Addieon ^ Co. .., 08 

ni follow thee J.WilUame IM 

I see again my happy Home Ditto 89 

I think of thee Duff 4^ Co M 

ItwasaMaidofmyCoontrie Cramer^ Co 16 

It is not the Tear at this Moment shed ... Addieon 4* Co, ... 06 

Jack's Gratitnde Novella Sf Cq.„... 198 

Joe of the Bell Wyhrovo Sf Co....\SA 

LiSTEir Duff 4- Co n 

Life's Rosy Hours Cramer ^ Co 8S 

Lovely Night 71 

Love's Bitornella Chappell ^ Co.... 76 

Love thee, dearest, love thee Addison' f Co. ... IIS 

Mayst thou be happy Smith 4S 

Merrily over the Oc«an B. WiUiame 14 

Moorings S. Srevoer 4" Cb.. ISS 

Music for Macbeth D^Almaine 4r Co. 118 

My Name is Fond Desire 68 

My Old Mate Jack 77 

Oh 1 for a Husband Cramer ^ Co 8S 

Oh ! had we some bright little Isle Addison 4" Co. ... 86 

Oh I let me only breatne the Air Ditto 65 

Oh 1 steer my Bark to Erin's Isle DAlmaine ^ Co. 15 

Ob J t<?U me how to woo Cramer 4" Oo 27 

OA/ t/i/nk not znv Spirits Additon If Co 47 

06/ when the Tide was out l/Almavnc If Oo. «l 

Oa Board oar tiimVessQl v-AL*— "^^n 

^^ ^^ ifeag and far away Cramer 4" Co.... 



•B 



CONTENTS. ff 

RILS. PUBUSnBB. PAOS 

r than the Cherry lyAlmaine 4* Co. 106 



I>Hir4^ Co...: 13 

S. Br 



f Engliih Boee S.Mrewor. 97 

n and oar Ships 88 

Knmdixig Waters Boo$s]f 4r Sotu..., 15 

In Lore I/Almaine fVo. 7i 

1 art the sweetest Flower Chappett i- Co,.., SO 

Duff'f Oo....,:..^ 70 

mt Comrades, row OraM«*4' Ook ... 41 

•llow him B. WUUamo..,,., W 

it are brightest Orawur 4" Co, ,„ n 

to US in Simmier-time J, WiUitmt 97 

er M 7 

dearest^ sweetly slomber J.H.JowM 09 

Trees ChappM 4r Co,.., W 

c the Virgin Page AdtUton ^ Co. ... 41 

) more • I/Almauu J- Cb. 80 

•s Voice Duf4r Co.. Ifl 

'8 Whig Dm 45 

1 M* 77 

rfly was a Gentleman VAlmaino ^Co, 8 

of St. Michael's Tower BUio 62 

is on the Boogh Boooog 4* Amh.... S9 

) j€ffor$9 79 

m Vow MM 118 

I jsraTe was fair to view ....^ fiO 

K>Song B. Coeka i^ Co.... IXi 

ngStar Cramer ^ Co. ... 83 

mted Lake Addison 4r Co. ... 74 

ar'aSon „.. 10 

if Old England Furdajf 79 

: Boy Jollily lives 94 

a Lucy Blockley 11 

ied Spring Duff f Co 46 

st-Home Song Bcnu/ord 4r Son., 31 

1 Gem. B. Cocki 4- Co... 124 

)ew Duff 4- Co 09 

Call Hammond 87 

.us 90 

Storm at Sea. 81 

I of the Harp Additon 6^ Co... ^ 

icross theriiUs C/wppell Sf Co... ^1 

- Novello * Co ^ 

'Grave. ..Y'Ji^ 

J>Uio 



6 CONTENTS. 

TITl.B. PUBLI8HBB. -^ 

The Si^al lo engage S, Brewer 4r CV> 

The Sweet Little Angel ^ " 

The Tight Little Island.; D'Almaine 4r Oo. ; 

The Watery Grave NoveUoSrCo 7J 

The Waving Greenwood Tree Chappell 4r Co... 10! 

The Wolf is out Metzler4rCo 91 

The Yeomen of England 8. Brever SfCh... 91 

They Chide me for repining Duff 4r Co £1 

They talk of Dales T 

They dccmita Sorrow gone by Furday 2' 

Tho' Fato my Girl AddUon Sr Co,.. 121 

•Tis Time to fly Ihiff it Co £2 

Tol do rol NoveUo4'Co 12< 

To live with thee, my Love 2^ 

Travellers see strange Things 6! 

Up, quit thy Bower » 

Vavixtt in OMO 8. Brewer if Co... 21 

Voice of Hosio Chappell 4r Co... 10( 

Waitzxo for the Spring Cramer 4r Co. ... 61 

Weep on, weep on AdJUon 4r Co. ... H 

We shall have our Moonlight vet Duff Jr Co 6- 

We may roam thro' this World Addiaon SrCo, ... 91 

Wo Tars have a Maxim IfoveUo^Co. ... 13l 

When fint I met thee Addiaon^r Co, ... SI 

When «mtle Music Ih^^Co H 

When (oreod from dear Hebe to go D'Almaine Sf Co. 10! 

When I drain the rosy Bowl Ditto 81 

When thoy told me he was married Majf 61 

^Vhlle u? the Shrouds 13( 

Who cares? NoveUo4rCo» „. U( 

Written on the Sand J. WiUiame % 

YsMarinen of Spain CJwppell if Co,.,, 4k 



THB 

AMUSING SONGSTER. 



SILENT EIVEB. 

River ! that in silence windest 

Thro* the meadows bright and fre«^ 
Till at length thy rest thou findest 

In the bosom of the sea ! 
Ofb in sadness and in illness, 

I have watched thy current glides 
Till the beauty of its stillness 

Overflowed me like a tide. 

Ah 1 thou hast taught me, silent river t 

Many a lesson, deep and long ; 
Thou hast been a gen rous giver, 

I can g^ve thee but a song. 
Where yon shadowy woodlands hide thee, 

And thy waters disappear. 
Friends I love have dwelt beside thee. 

And have made thy margin dear. 

Friends with joy my soul remembers t 

How like qniVring flames they ftart^ 
When I fan the livh^ embers 

On the hearth'Stone of my heart \ 
Ah ! 'tis for this, thou silent river 1 

That my spirit leans to thee *, 
Thou hast been a gen*TO\xa ^vn^t, 

T&ke this idle soiig from m^* 



8 THE NEW STANDAED SONG BOOK. 

I AM NOT WHAT I SEEM. 

J. E. Oabpsitcsb.] IMiuie by J. P. KviaOk 

You deem me cold and heartless, 

You think I cannot feel. 
Because with smiles I greet you, 

And graver thoughts conceal ; 
But though I seem so happy. 

And bask in pleasure's beam, 
Ask those who know me better ;-« 

I am not what I seem, 
'lis not the gayest features 

That marks the brightest lot ; 
The one you deem so happy 

Has loved^and been forgot. 

When no gay friends are near me 

To praise my harp's sweet tone. 
The eye you see so beaming 

Oft weeps, and weeps alone ; 
'Tis pride that strives to conquer 

That futile, idle dream ; 
Tis scorn that makes me careless ;'^ 

I am not what I seem. 
I only strive to banish 

The past — ^but I cannot ; 
The one you deem so happy 

Has loved — and been forgot. 



THE BUTTEEFLY WAS A GENTLE- 
MAN. 

T Hayhss Baylt.] IMiuie by Alex. Lsl. 

The butterfly was a gentleman, 

Of no very good repute ; 
And he roved in the sunshine all day long 

In hia scarlet and purj>le suit ; 
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And he left his lady-^vife at home 

In her own secladed bower, 
Whilst he, like a bachelor, flirted about 

With a kiss for every flower. 

His lady- wife was a poor glow-worm, 

And seldom from home she'd stir; 
She loved him better than all the worlds 

Thon^ little he cared for her. 
Unheeded she passed the day — she knew 

Her lord was a rover then ; 
But, when night came on, she lighted her lamp 

To guide hun over the glen. 

One night the wanderer homeward camey 

But he saw not the glow-worm's ray ; 
Some wild bird saw the neglected one, 

And flew with her far away ; 
Then beware, ye butterflies all, beware. 

If to yon such a time should come ; 
Forsaken by wandering lights, youUl wisb 

You had cheridhed the lamp at home. 



GIVE ME A PACE THAT MAKES 
SIMPLICITY A GEACE. 

[Bbv Jovsoir.] 
Still to be neat, still to be dressed 
As you were going to a feast ; 
Still to be powdered, still perfumed, 
Lady, it is to be presumed, 
Though art's hid causes are not founds 
All is not sweet — all is not sound. 

Give roe a look, give me a face, 
That makes simplicity a grace ; 
Bobes loosely flowing, hair as free. 
Such sweet neglect more pleaseth me 
Than all the adulteries of art, — 
TJiejr strike my eye, but not my bearl. 



10 THE NEW STANDAED SONG BOOK. 

THE FAEMEE'S SON. 

[AVOKYICOVS, 1800.] 

Good people, give attentioo, while I do sing in praiM 
Of the happy situation we were in in former days ; 
When my &ther kept a farm, and my mother milk'd 

her cow, 
How happily we lived then to what we do now ! 

When my mother she was knitting, my sister she would 

spin, 
And by their good industry they kept us neat and clean ; 
I rose up in the morning, with my father went to 

plough,— 
How happily we lived then to what we do now I 

My brother gave assistance in tending of the sheep ; 
When tired with our labour, how contented we could 

sleep I 
Then early in the morning we again set out to plough,— 
How happily we lived then to what we do now ! 

Then to market with the fleece, when the little herd 

were shorn, 
And our neighbours we supplied with a quantity of 

com; 
For half-a-crown a bushel we would sell it then, I vow,— 
How happily we lived then to what we do now 1 

I never knew at that time, go search the country round, 
That butter ever sold for more than four-pence per 

pound. 
And a quart of new milk for a penny from the cow,— > 
How happily we lived then to what we do now ! 

How merry would the farmers then sing along the road 
When wheat was sold at market for five pounds a loar' 
^^'d dmp wto an alehouse^ and drink **Godsp< 
tAe plough, *'•:— 
•^onr happily we lived then to what ^o do no^ \ 
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A blessing to the squire, for he gave us great content^ 
And well he entertain'd us when my father paid his 

rent; 
With flagons of good ale he'd drink, *' Farmer, speed 

the plough," — 
How happily we lived then to what we do now t 

At length the squire died, sir— oh, bless his ancient 

pate! — 
Another filled with pride came as heir to the estate ; 
He took my father's farm away, and others too, I vow, 
Which brought us to the wretched state that we are 

innow. 

May Providence befriend us, and raise some honest 

heart 
The poor for to disburden, who long have felt the 

smart; 
To take the larger farms and divide them into ten. 
That we may live as happy now as we did then. 



THE GOLDEN LUCY. 

J. E. CABPSvns.] [IfMte by Johv Blocklbt. 

[*' I see the ^den hair and the innocent face now, between 
me and the dnvinff donds, like an angel going to fly away."— 
Oeamleb Dzcuvs s " Wrtek qffhe Ooldeu Mar^,**^ 

Thb Golden Mary sailed from port, 

A vessel stanch and true ; 
No bark a braver captain owned, 

None e'er a braver crew ; 
Forth from their native land she bore^ 

Across the ocean wild. 
An exile band, and 'mid them stood 
A bright-eyed fairy child. 

^ey deemed no harm.co\]AdL^«t ^jcsi&!^ 

To one so pure «ad ia&x. 
And they caUedVieT ** Cxo\3Lcn.'V>\w5^l 
With her waving, axxowj Wvk. 



» 
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The QMen Mary proudly stemmed 

The trackless waves afar, 
And all, the " Golden Lucy " deemed 

To be their guiding star ; 
liut darkness came — the storm swept by, 

And 'mid the tempest wild 
The bariL was wrecked — ^but none more bravo 
Thau that pure lovely child. 

No land in sight, for days and days 

They drifted o'er the tide ; 
And they watch'd poor " Golden Lucyj** 
They watch'd her till she died. 

'Twas at the midwatch of the night 

They laid her in the deep. 
And even there her spirit seemed 

Its watch o'er them to keep ; 
For 'twixt them and the driving clouds^ 

An angel pure and fair 
Seemed looking with a radiant smile, 
And Lucy's shining hair. 

To list'ning ears now oft they tell. 

That crew so true and brave, 
How the lovely ** Golden Lucy" 
Shared the Golden Marys grave. 



THE SOLDIEE'S DEEAM OF HOME. 

O. H. Fbshch.] [Mttiie by IlTGLlS BxBVOV. 

In battlers field, 'mid cannons' roar, 

A brave young soldier's there. 
Defending nobly with his sword. 

His country's colourB dear ! 
'< Still, still fieht on !" the warriors cry, . 
TSUI night o ershades the day ; 
21ien, in redoaht, on knapsack to\x^ 
The tired aoldier lay. 
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Fatigued, carewoni, sweet, welcome sleep 

His fancy leads to roam, 
Kear to his loving wife and child, 

And happy native home. 
He hears the mother's angel-voice 

Lull their first-bom to rest ; 
He feels affection's fond embrace, 

And tbinks again he's blessM. 

The mom dawns cold, the visions pass, 

'Mid trumpets' warlike sound ; 
For waking finds 'tis but a dream, 

On frantic gaziog round. 
Soon fatal shot has pierced his breast, 

He knows life's fleeting fast ; 
So, blessing wife and child, he prays 

To meet in heaven at last. 



OUE FLAG. 

Cabpbittsb.] [Mu$ie by B. L. Himb. 

England's the home of the brave and the free, 

matter what nation or race, 

1 wherever her ships on the ocean may be, 
hey're the same as their own native place ; 

agh to humble our flag the rash Yankee now tries, 
^ell give him a pill for his pains, 
f heav'n we wont stand it," each true Briton cries, 
While a shot in the locker remains." 

Then hurrah ! boyfl, hurrah! 
If the cry must be '*war," 
Whoever our foenian may be. 
While there's left but a rag 
Of the old British flag, 
It still shall wave first om the aea. 
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Old England's the soil where no foeman can stand. 

And a part of that land is each deck 
Of her ships that with true-hearted sailors are manned, 

Who will fight while there's left but a wreck ; 
They most eat their foul words who thus bully and 
boast, 

Or we know how to wipe out the stains, 
For well stand by our flag and our dear native coast^ 

While a shot in the locker remains. 

Then hurrah I boys, hurrah I 

If the cry must iJe "war,** 
Whoever our foeman may be. 

While there's left but a rag 

Of the old British flag, 
There are none shall insult it at sea^ 



MEEEILY OVEE THE OCEAN. 

J. E. Cabpxvtbb.] IMune by J. P. KKicEf 

Mebbilt, merrily over the ocean 

Bound, gallant bark, like a bird o'er the sea ; 
Oh i for a breeze to give speed to thy motion. 

To bear me to one who is watching for me : 
Stately and slow when you, outward bound, glided^ 

Fair and majestic I deemed thee, proud ship, 
As loathing to leave where my loved one abided. 

Now — ^thon shouldst fly like a hound from the slipl 

Merrily, &c. 

Merrily, merrily — faster and faster, — 

Oh I hadst thou life, as thou scera'st to have wing% 
How wouldst thou fly at the word of thy master, 

But thou must wait till the western wind springs ; 
Far tho' the isle where my loved one's reposing. 

Soon we shall enter its bea.\it\{\xl bay : — 
me breeze freshens now as tViQ d%^\\^\.Sa ^<w®sv%v— 
Tt Glh the white saila— we'^Te ow»^,>ao^S wro.i\ 
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Merrily, merrily over the oceaa 

Bound, gallant bark, like a bird o'er the sea ; 
The breeze freshens now and gives speed to thy motion. 

Oh ! bear me to her who is waiting for me ! 



OVEB THE BOUNDING WATERS. 

G. LiiTLXT.] [Muiie by Lzvlkt. 

OvEB the bounding waters, 

Speed, gallant bark, away ! 
Fleet as t^e fleetest falcon. 

Dash through the foam and spray. 
The breeze is strong, ev*ry sail is set, 

The shore fades from our sight, 
And soon nor mark or sign we'll leave 

To track our vessel's flight. 

Bark I with thy pennant streaming, 

Mann'd by the brave and free, 
Well may'st thou bear thee proudly, 

Over the dark blue sea. 
The land's no place for the rover bold, 

His home is on the main ; 
No joy he knows till we pace the deck 

Of his gallant bark again. 



OH, STKEE MY BARK TO ERIN'S 

ISLE. 

T. H. Baylt.] [JftMte by S. KsLSoar. 

Oh, I have roamed o*er many lands, 

And many friends I've met ! 
Not one fair scene or kindly smile 

Can this fond heart foi^et. 
But 111 confess that I'm contend, 

No more I wish to roam, 
OA, steer my bark to Erin's isVe^ 
For Erin ia my home. 
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In Erin^s Ule there's manly hearti^- 

And bosoms pure as snow, 
In Erin's isle there's right good dwer^' 

And hearts that ever flow.- 
In Erin's isle Vd pass my time, 

No more I wish to roam, 
Oh, steer my bark to Erin's isla^ 

Ear Erin is my home. 

If England were my place of birtb^ 

rd love her tranquil shore ; 
If bonny Scotland were my home^ 

Her mountains I'd adore. 
But pleasant days in both I've pasi^ « 

ni dream of days to come ; 
Oh, steer my bark to Erin's iste. 

For Erin is my home. 



IT WAS A MAID OF MY OOUNTI 

AvoxrrvoTis.] [rtcii^— Old S 

It was a maid of my country, 
As she came by a hawthorn tree^ 
As full of flowers as might be seen, 
She marvell'd to see the tree so grreen ; 
At last she asked of the tree. 
How came this freshness unto thee^ 
And ev'ry branch so fair and clean ? 
I marvel that you grow so green. 

The tree made answer by'asd4iy, 
I have cause to grow-trnimpbanl^, 
The sweetest dew that ever be seen, 
Doth fall on me to keep me green. 
Yea, quoth the niaid^ but where you grow 
Tou stand at hand at ev'ry blow, 
Of every man for to be seen, 
jT marvel that you grow so greea. 
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Though many one take flowers from me 
And many a branch out of my tree ; 
I have such store they will noibe leeo, 
For more and more my twigt fpnw green. 
But how, an they chance to cat thee down, 
And carry thy branohee into the towa I 
Then they will never more be eeen 
To grow again so fiesh and gr e eu « 

Though thai you do it i» no boot^ 
Althongh they cot me to the too4^ ■ 
Next year again I will be seen 
To bud my bmnohee fimh^and green* 
And you, fair maid, cannot do<sa ; 
For '* wkea your beau^ onee:^obh.ga," 
Then will it never more be aeen^ ■ 
Ab I witii my branohee ean gnrv^ green. 

The maid with that began to blush, 
And turned her from the hawthorn bush ; 
She thought herself so fair and deao. 
Her beauty still would ever grow green. 
But after this never I could hear 
Of this fair nudden anywhere, 
That ever she was. in forest seen 
To talk again witli hawthorn, green. 



ON MUSIC. 

[oon.] lAir-^** The banks of Banna.' 

Whek through' life unblestwe roye^ 

Losing all that made life dear/ 
Should some notes wens'd to love^ 

In days of boyhood, meet our ear,' 
Oh ! how welcome bres^^ieiB \i\i« h^xmxl^ 

Wak'ning thongbts Aihat \oT\^\\f«^^«\iV.» 
Kindling former smiles agsan, 
Jb faded eyes that long "hawf^^^^* 
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Like the sale that sighs along 

Beds 01 oriental flowers, 
In the grateful breath of song, 

That once was heard in happier hours 
Fiird with balm, the gale sighs on, 

Though the flowers have sunk in deat 
So, when pleasure*s dream is gone, 

Its memory lives in music's breath 1 

Music ! — oh ! how faint^how weak, 

Lang^nage fades before thy spell ! 
Why should feeling ever speak. 

When thou canst breathe her soul so * 
Friendship's balmy words may feign, 

Love's are ev'n more false than they ; 
Oh! 'tis only music's strain 

Can sweetly soothe, and not betray ! 



HOW SWEET 'TIS TO RETUK 

>A]n7]CL LOVBB.] [ATlMtO by S. 

How sweet, how sweet 'tis to return 

Where once we've happy been, 
Tho' paler now life's lamp may bum, 

And years have roll'd between ; 
And if the eyes beam welcome yet 

That wept our parting then, 
Oh, in the smiles of friends thus met 

We live whole years again I 

They tell us of a fount that flow'd 

In happier days of yore, 
Whose waters bright fresh youth bestoi; 

Alas! the fount's no more. 
But smiling memory still appears, 

Presents her cup, and i^hen 
We dp the sweets of vaniaVd-jeaiX^, 
We live those years again. 
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THE ANGEL VOICE. 

J. E. Casphttsb.] IJlutie by E. L. HiKS. 

I HEAB it, I hear it, — ^the voice of the past. 

It comes in my loneliest hours. 
When the shadows of midnight are over me cast, 

As I wander alone 'mid the flowers : 
In the song of the bird — when the breeze stirs the tree, 

And all that is hnman'sat rest, 
I hear the sweet voice that once whispered to me. 

An angel-voice, now, with the blest. 

I hear it, I hear it, — it comes in my dreams ; 

Oh ! well I retnember the tones. 
The voice that once sung by the side of the streams, 

That now but fond memory owns : 
It seems like a message that comes from abov^ 

As light as a zephyr its breath. 
He warding my constancy— proving that love 

Like ours can endure after death. 



I CANNOT SING THE OLD SONGS. 

Clabibsl.] IMuiie by Clabibu. 

I CANNOT sing the old songs 

I sang long years ago, 
For heart and voice would fail me 

And foolish tears would flow ; 
For bygone hours come o*er my hear^ 

With each familiar strain — 
I cannot sing the old songs. 

Or dream those dreams again. 

I cannot sing the old Bongs, 

Their charm is sad and deep \ 
Hieir melodies would waken 
Old Borrows from their deep. 
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And tho* all unfoi^otien still 
And -Badly sweet the}' be*— 

I cannot sing the old songs, 
They are too dear to me. 

I cannot sing the old songs^ 

For visions come again 
Of golden dreams departed 

And years of bitter pain ; 
Perhaps when earthly fetters 

Shall have set my spirit free — 
My voice may know the old songs 

For all eternity. 



THE TIGHT LITTLE ISLAND. 

[Thokas DiBDiir.3 

Daddy Neftukb one day to Freedom did say, 

If ever I live upon dry land. 
The spot I should hit on would be little Britain. 
Says Freedom, why that's my own island ; 
what a snug little island ! 
A right little, tight little island I 
Search the globe round, 
None can be found, 
So happy as this little island. 

Julius Caesar, the Roman, who yielded to no man, 

Came by water — he couldn't come by land ; 
And Dane, Pict, and Saxon, their homes tum'd theii 
backs on, 
And all for the sake of our island ! 
O what a snug little island 1 
They'd have a touch at the island I 
Some were shot dead. 
Some of them fl^d, 
And some stay'd to live on tVie \ii^Tvd.\ 
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ben a very great war*maii, call'd Billy the Norman, 
Cried, d — n it, I never liked my land ; 
i would be more handy, to leave this Normandy^ 
And live on yon beautiful island ! 
Says he, 'tis a snug little island 1 
Shan^t us go visit the island 1 
Hop, skip^ and jump, 
Thei^B he was pfump, 
And he kick'd up a dust in the island. 

ut party deceit Jielp*d the NornuMis to beat. 
Of traitors they mai\aged to buy land ; 
;y Dane, Saxon, or Pict, we ne'er should be lick*d, 
Had they ^tuck to the king of their island. 
Poor Harold, the king of the island 1 
He lost both his life and his island : 
That's very true. 
What could he do t 
Like a Briton he died for his island I 

he Spanish Armada set out to invade her. 
Quite sure, if they ever came nigh land, 
hey couldn't do less than tuck up Queen Besi^ 
And take their full swing in the island 1 
Oh, the poor Queen and the island ! 
The Dous came to plunder the island 1 
But snug in the hive, 
The Queen was alive. 
And buzz was the word at the island. 

'hese proud pufiTd up cakes thought to make ducks 

and drakes 
Of our wealth ; but they ooold hardly spy land, 
\rhen our Drake had the luck to make their pride 

duck, 
And stoop to the lads of the island 1 
Huzza fur the lads of the island ! 
The good wooden walls of the island t 
Devil or Don, 
IfOt *em come on, 
But bow would they come off at tViQ VSLasAV 



f. 
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'Jlien Fi'eedom and Neptune have hitherto kept tai 

In each saying, this shall be my land ; 
Should the anny of England, or all they could br 
land, 
We'd show 'em some play for the island ; 
We'll fight for our right to the island, 
We'll give them enough of the island. 
Invaders should just 
Bite once at the dust^ 
But not a bit more of the island* 



A SEAMAN'S DITTY. 

[Chaxles DiBBnr.] 
Ck)ME, listen to a seaman's ditty, — 

Tom Taffrail was the hero's name ; 
His tale shall start that tear of pity 

The brave and good from virtue claim. 
Tom went to sea ; duty inclined him 

His king and country to defend ; 
But how in gtief to leave behind him 

A lovely wife and faithful friend ! 

Kind hearts may dwell in bosoms homely; 

Nothing can virtue's impulse check : 
At sea, trick'd out a tar so comely^ 

Tom met his friend upon the deck ; 
And see his wife, by love directed. 

In man's attire Tom's steps attend : 
Thus was he bless'd, when least expected, 

With his dear wife and faithful friend. 

True pleasures are for no one mortal : 
A storm arose no skill could mock ; 
Tore masts away, stradn'd every portal, 
And bilg'd the vessel 'gainst a rock. 
Tom the dear objects he had cherish'd, 

Sia own life ebbing near its end, 
JETe amiVdf m death, that Yie \iaA v«xvi^«4 
With hia dear wife and f8A\H\]\fns&^ 
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ANNA'S UEN. 

BvBCKinrs.] [IfiMJtf bf J4 

ENCOMPAfiKD) in an angel's Cranio 

An angel's virtueB lay ; 
Too toon did heaven assert the eUim, 

And called its own away. 
My Anna's worth, my Anna's ohanns. 

Most never more return ; 
What now shall fill these widowed anns ! 

Ah ane ! my Anna's urn. 

Can I forget that bHis refined 

Whidi blest when her I knew, 
Our hearts, in saored bonds entwined. 

Were boond by love too true f 
The rural train, which once were used 

In festive dance to turn, 
So pleased when Anna they amused, 

Now, weeping, deck her urn. 

The soul escaping from its chain, 

She clasped me to her breast ; 
To part with thee is all my pain, 

She cried — then sank to rest. 
While memory shall her seat retain, 

From beauteous Anna torn, 
My heart shall breathe its ceaseless strain 

Of sorrow o^et her urn. 

There, with the earliest dawn, a dove 
Laments her murdered mate ; 

There, Philomela, lost to love, 
Tells the pale moon her fate. 

With yew and ivy round me spread, 
My Anna there TU mouTU.*, 

For aU my soul, now she \a ^saA, 
Concentres in her urn. 



U> 
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THEY DEEM IT A SOEROW GONE BY. 

T. H. Bi-TLT.] IMusie by Chablbs H. Pubdat. 

They deem it a sorrow gone by, 

A passion e£&iced from my heart. 
But rankling, the poison may lie 

When time has extracted the dart : 
Again, to the dance I have gone, 

They think that my spirit are high ; — 
They see not my tears when alone, 

They deem it a sorrow gone by. 

The smile is again on my cheek. 

The jest is again on my tongue, 
I see them exult when I seek 

The haunts of the gay and the young ; 
They think a new love will atone 

For one that but blossomed to die ; — 
They see not my tears when alone. 

They deem it a sorrow gone by. 



TO LIVE WITH THEE, MY LOVE. 

Sib Waltbb Balbxoh.] [IfiMtc by J. L. Hatio5. 

If all the world and love were young. 
And truth on every shepherd's tongue, 
These pleasures might my passion move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

But fading flowers in every field. 
To winter floods their treasure yield ; 
A honied tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is fancy's spring, but sorrow's fall. 

Thy gown, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 
-Are all soon withered, broke, ior^o\.Vftiv, 
Ja folly ripe, in reason rotten. 



THE NEW STANDABD SONG BOOS. 25 

Thy belt of straw and ivy buds, 
Thy coral clasps, and amber studs. 
Can me with no enticements move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

But could youth last, and love still breed. 
Had joys no date, had age no need. 
Then those delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 



ON THE SEAS AND FAE AWAY. 

iSXT BuBNS.] [Air^" O'er the hills, &c" 

How can my poor heart be glad, 

When absent from my sailor lad? 

How can I the thought forego. 

He's on the seas to meetlhe foe ? 

Let me wander, let me rove. 

Still my heart is with my love ; 

Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 

Are Yk ith him that's far away. 

On the seas and far away, 
On stormy seas and far away ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are aye with him that's far away. 

When in summer's noon I faint, 
As weary flocks around me pant, 
Haply in this scorching sun 
My sailor's thund'ring at his gun : 
Bullets, spare my only joy ! 
Bullets, spare my darling boy ! 
Fate, do with me what you may. 
Spare but him that's far away ! 
On the seas, &c. 

At the starless midnight hour, 
When winter rules. wiv.b \iOM\iii\^«a ^^^«t \ 
As the storms the forest tear. 
And thunders rend t\ie Yioyi\m^^^^> 
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'■{ Lisleniog to the doubling^ roar. 

Surging on the rocky sliore, — 
All I can — I weep and pray, 
For his weal that's far away. 
On the seas, &c. 

Peace, thy olive wand extend, 
I And bid wild War his ravage end, 

Man with brother man to meet, 
And as a brother kindly g^eet: 
Then may heaven with prosp'rons gales 
Fill my sailor's welcome sails, 
To my arms their charge convey, 
My dear lad that's far away. 
On the seas, &o. 



|S 



I KNOW THOU DOST LOVE Ml 

[JftMie by B. MouQUX.] 

I KNOW thou dost love me. 

Ay, frown as thou wilt, 

And curl thy beautiful lip, 

Which I never can gase on 

Without the guilt 
Of burning its dew to sip ; 
I know that my heart is reflected in thine, 
And, like flow'rs that o*er a brook incline. 
They towards each other dip. 

Tho' thou lookest so cold 

In the halls of light, 
'Mid the careless, proud, and gay, 
I will steal like a thief, 

In thy heart at night, 
And pilfer its thoughts away f 
I will come in thy dreams at the midnight hoi 
And thy soul shall in secrel own \^« v^Vt 
It dares to mock by Oiay. 
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WEITTEN ON THE SAND. 

CAAPSvnB.] [JfMte by M* . J. Sposli. 

It was written on the suk], 

^ Lore cannot know deeay ;** 
The wavee rose o'er the etraod, 

And Love had passed aiway. 
It was written on the sand, 

'* How firmly friends are tied ;" 
Yet, traced bj friendship's band, 

How soon the impress died ! 

Written on the sand f 

It was written on the sand, 

•* The worid is foil of tmth," 
By a happy sportive band, 

Go s^trch the spot, oh ! youth ! 
They are written on the sand. 

Our hopes, our joys, our fears ; — 
As the shores of life expand. 

The waves are but our tears, 

Falling on the sand ! 



OH ! TELL ME HOW TO WOO ? 

[MaBQUIS or MOKTBOBS. 1610.] 

If doughty deeds my layde please, 

Bight soone I'll mount my steed, 
And strong his arm, and fast his seat, 

That bears frae me the meed ; 
m wear tby colours in my cap, 

Thy picture next my heart ; 
And he that bends not to thine eyes 

Shall rue it to his smart : 
Then tell me how to woo t^ee, \o\e. 

For tby dear sake no care YYLVake^ 
Although another trow me. 
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If gay attire thy fancy please, 

I'll deck thee in array, 
m tend thy chamber-door all night, 

And squire thee all the day ! 
If sweetest sounds can win thine ear. 

These sounds lUl strive to catch ; 
Thy voice I'll steal to woo thysell, 

That voice which none can match* 

Then tell me how to woo, jicc 

But if fond love thy heart can gain, 

I never broke a vow ; 
No maiden lays her skaith on me,—- 

I never loved but you 1 
For you alone I ride the ring. 

For you I wear the blue, 
For you alone I strive to sing — 

Oh 1 tell me how to woo, &c. 



VAEIETY IN ONE. 

[Chablss Dibdin.] 
*'In one thou couldst find variety," 

Cried Dick, " wouldst thou on wedlock fix f * 
" I rather should expect," cried I, 

" Variety in five or six ;" 
'•But never was thy counsel light, 

I'll do't, my friend ! — So said, so done, 
I'm noosed for life, and Dick was right, 

I find variety in one. 

'*Her tone has more variety 
Than music's system can embrace ; 

She modulates through every key, 

Squeaks treble, and growls double-basa ; 

Divisions runs, and trills, and shakes, 
Enouo^h the noisy spheres to stun : 
Thus, as harsh discord muBic m&Ve^, 

I £Dd variety in one. 
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** Her dress boasts such variety, 

Such forms, materials, fashions, hues ; 
Each animal nust plundered be, 

From Kussian bears to cockatoos ; 
Now *tis a feather, now a zone, 

Kow she's a gipsy, now a nun ; 
To change, like the cameleon, prone — 

En't ^is vaiiety in one ? 

** In wedlock's wide variety, 

Thought, word, and deed, we both concur. 
If she's a thunderstorm to roe. 

So I'm an April day to her : 
Devil and angel, black and white, 

Thus as we Hymen's gauntlet run, 
And kiss and scold, and love and fight, 

Each finds variety in one. 

"Then cherish love's variety. 

In spite of every sneering elf ; 
We're Nature's children, and en't she, 

In change, variety itself? 
Her clouds and storms are willed by fate. 

More bright, to show her radiant sun : 
Hail then, blest wedlock, in whose state 

Men find variety in one." 



THE BUD IS ON THE BOUGH. 

Pi.BX SOKG. 

'. BxHirocH.] IMuaic by F. il o u i. 

The bud is on the bough, 

And the blossom on the tree, 
But neither bud nor blossom 
Bring a thrill of joy to me. 
Walled up within the city's glooTQ, 

No pJeasure can 1 know, 
But like a caged linnet sing 
To chase away my woe. 
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The bud will grow a hloMom, 

The blossom will grow palJe^ 
And as they die, the fruit will spriiig^ 

But fall when o'er the vale 
Stem winter marches with his tnin 

In every wind that blows : 
And I unripe, with ripest froit^ 

May in the dust repose. 

And spring upon the seed will breatiia 

The seed become a tree; 
And on the tree so beautiful 

Will bud and blossom be. 
And shall I know a second spring ! 

Yes, brighter far than they ; 
Where age puts on the blush of yottth| 

And never more decay. 



ROSE, THOU ART THE SWEETEST 

FLOWER. 

T. Mooss.] iMutie by Mas. Bobxbx AwxwUfOeL 

Rose, thou art the sweetest flower 
That ever drank the amber shower; 
E'en the gods that walk the sky, 
Are am'rous of thy scented sigh, 
Cupid too in Paphian shades, 
His hair with rosy fillets braids; 
Then bring me showers of roses, bring, 
And shed them round me while I sing. 

Tvose, thou art the fondest child 
Of dimpled spring, the wood nymph wildl 
Buds of roses, virgin flowers^ 
Culled from Cupid s balmy bowecs. 
In the bowl of Bacchus steep, 
Till with crimson drops they weep ; 
Then bring me showera oi TO«n&, Vmn^^ 
And shed them round me 'wYuX^'i.^v^. 
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m 

FAIR HEBE. 

[By Loxs OijrxALUPB, abont 1720.] 

lis song, adi^ted to the old English melody of " Pretty 
Oliyer," is an answer to Sheustoue's, *' When forced I'rom 
Hebe to part/' the music by Dr. Ame.] 

B Hebe I left with a cautious design 
»cape from her charms and to drown love in wine : 
led it, but found, when I came to depart, 
wine in my head but still love in my heart. 

pair d to my reason, entreating her aid, 
3 paus'd on my case, and each circumstance weighVl; 
n gravely pronounced, in return to my prayer, 
t Hebe was fairest of all that were fair t 

lat's a truth,'* replied I, 'Tve no need to be 
taught ; 

me for your counsel to find out a fault." 
' that's all," says reason, ** return as you came, 
to find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name.'* 

at hopes, then, alas ! of relief from my pain, 

en like lightning she darts through each throbbing 

vein ; 

senses surprised, in her &vour took arms, 
I reason confirms me a slave to her charms. 



THE HAEVEST-HOME SONG. 

-IS Bi.irsF0XD.] IMuiio by E. Baksfosd. 

The harvest-home's come round again, 

Then let each heart be gay ; 
And let us all with one accord 

Our grateful homage pay 
To Him who sends the glorious sua 

To fill the ears with grain. 
And wakes the golden waves to tc^ 
O'er bUl and fertile plain. . 
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God bless the tillers of the soil. 

The sowers of the seed, 
The reapers of the harvest field. 

And help them in their need ; 
God bless the worthy master, 

God bless the peasant band. 
May agriculture flourish 

Throughout our favonrM land t 

Success to dear old England 

For ages yet to come, 
And long may we thus celebrate 

Our English harvest'home ; 
May rich and poor alike rejoice 

To see the bjetms well 8tor*d, 
And sing in joyous harmony 

Around the festive board : ^ 
God bless the tillers of the soil, &o. 



I SEE AGAIN MY HAPPY HOME. 

EnwABD J. Gill.] [Iftttto by Blavohi.Tatxoi 

1 BEE again my happy home, 

Sweet love of cliildhood*s day. 
And all the changing scenes I've met^ 

Ne'er chased that love away. 
I heard the streamlet wander by, 

Tho' * midst the halls of mirth. 
And thy sweet vale my heart would own, 

The loveliest spot on earth. 

IVe gai'd upon rich aummer bloom, 

In other lands afiu*. 
But all thy beauty then.- came new, 

My memory's oheiishM star. 
I wandered, iko* in faaicy dear. 

And mariced thy flow'rets wear 
Iheir bright soft buea, and. ymt^ I.€nd 

Them blooming bXaVV. aa isAx. 
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THE ETEWING STAR. 

[Db. Josv LBn>ur» died 1811.] 
How Bweet thy modest light to view, 

Fair star ! to loTe and loven daar ; 
While trvmbling on the fiidling dew, 

Like beautf ahining through the tear ; 

Or hanging o'er that mirror-stream 
To mark each image trembling there, 

TboQ seem*8t to smile with softer gleam 
To see thy lovely face so fair. 

Though, blaang o*er the arch of ni^ht, 
The moon thy timid beams outshine 

As far as thine each starry light — 
Her rays can never vie with thine. 

Thine are the soft enchanting hours 
When twilight lingers on uie plain. 

And whispers to the closing flowers. 
That soon the sun will rise again. 

Thine is the breeze that, murmuring bland 
As music, wafts the lover's sigh ; 

And bi<!s the yielding heart expand 
In love's delicious ecstasy. 

Fair star 1 though I be doora'd to prove 
That rapture's tears* are mix-'d with pain ; 

Ah 1 still I feel 'tis sweet to love,— 
But sweeter to be loved again. 



WHEN FntST I MET THEE. 

looBB.] lAir—" O, Patrick, fly from me." 

When first I met thee,, warm, and youo^^i 

There shone such truth about t\)u«e^ 
And on tby Up auch promisdixuixS) 
I did not diure to: doubt .tb«d. 
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I saw thee change, yet still relied. 
Still clung with hope the fonder, 
And thought, though false to all beside, 
From me thou couldat not wander. 
But go, deceiver ! go, — 

The heart, whose hopes could make it 
Trust one so false, so low. 
Deserves that thou shouldst break it I 

When every tongue thy follies nam'd, 

I fled the unwelcome story ; 
Or found, in even the faults they blam*d, ] 

Some gleams of future glory. 
I slill was true, when nearer friends 

Conspired to wrong, to slight thee ; 
The heart that now thy falsehood rends. 
Would then have bled to right thee. 
But go, deceiver ! go, — 

Some day, perhaps, thou'lt waken 
From pleasure's dream to know 
The grief of hearts forsaken. 

Even now, though youth its bloom has shed. 

No lights of age adorn thee ; 
The few who lov'd thee once have fled, 

And they who flatter scorn thee. 
Thy midnight cup is pledg'd to slaves, 

No genial ties en wreath it, 
The smiling there, like light on graves, 
Has rank, cold hearts beneath it ! 

Go— go — though worlds were thine, 

I would not now surrender 
One taintless tear of mine 
For all thy guilty splendour ! 

And days may come, thou false one ! yet. 

When even those ties shall sever ; 
TVIien tboa wilt call, with vain regto^., 
On her tLovCsi lost for e^er ; 
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On her who, in thy fortune's fall, 

With sroiles had still recelv'd thee, 
And gladly died to prove thee all 
Her fancy first believ'd thee. 
Go — ^go— 'tis vain to curse, 

'Tifl weakness to upbraid thee ; 
Hate cannot wish thee worse 
Than guilt and shame have made thee. 



THEN I DEAIN THE BOSY BOWL. 

a AnacreoD, Sappho, by the ") j- 1/-,,,^, w* p . tt T»nv 

When I drain the rosy bowl, 
Joy exhilarates the soul ; 
To the Nine I raise my song, 
Ever fair and ever young. 
When full cups my cares expel, 
Sober counsel, then farewell ! 
Let the winds that murmur sweep 
All my sorrows to the deep. 

When I drink dull time away. 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 
Leads me to delightful bowers, 
Fall of fragrance, full of flowers. 
Wlien I quaff the sparkling wine. 
And my locks with roses twine ; 
Then I praise life's rural scene — 
Sweet, sequesterM, and serene. 

When I drink the bowl profound 
(Richest fragrance flowing round) 
And some lovely nymph detain, 
Venus then inspires the strain. 
When from goblets deep and wide 
I exhaust the gen'rous tide, 
AU my soul unbends — I p\«y 
Gamesome with the young aad ^a'J* 



{ 
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WEEP OK, WEEP OIS^. 

T. MooBB.] [-4tr— ** The wmgoi son 

Weep od, weep on, yonr hour is past ; 

Your dreams of pride are o^er ; 
The fatal, chain is round you oast, 

And yon are men no more t 
In vain the hero's heart hath bled ; 

The sage's tongue hath wam'd in vain ; 
Oh, fi^edom ! once thy flame hath fled, 

It never lights again J 

Weep on — ^perhaps in after days^ 

TlieyMl learn to love your name ; 
And many a deed may wake in praise, 

That long hath, slept in blame 1 
And when they tread the ruin'd aisle, 

Where rest) at length, the lord and slav 
They^ll wondering ask how hands so vile 

Could oonquer hearts so brave I 

***Twas fete," they'll say, "a wayward fat 

Your web of discord wove ; 
And while your tyrants joined in hate, 

You never join*d in love; 
But hearts fell off that ought to twine, 

And man profan'd what God had given. 
Till some were heard to curse the shrine 

Where others knelt to heaven !" 



'^ 






FALSE TO ME. 

J. E. Carpbktbb.] [IftMt'e by J. P. Ek] 

Last night I passed you in the dance, 

You knew not I was near, 
I saw the brightness of your eye, 

Your voice I could not hear ; 
But in your eye suoh pleasure beamed, 

Tbey asked, ** Did I not see ?*» 
What I till then would not \M>\\ev%, 
That ihou virert false to m«. 
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Tou deemed that I was absent stiU, 

Wbeo her bright Idoks you met^ 
Yet in your features I could trace 

No sadness — no regret ; 
Though many lovely forms were there, 

But one you seemed to see, — 
Too well those loving glances proved 

That thou wert false to me. 



THE PATH ACROSS THE HILLS. 

Hoir. Hbs. NoBtoir.] ' lMu9i» by Hoir^ Mas. Nojltov. 

In life's delightful mom. 

When love Mod hope were bom> 
To thy dwelling in the wooded hills Icame^ 

Thy smile of welcome -made - 

A sunbeam in the shade, 
And spring and winter bloom'd for me the same. 

Tho* stormy winds blew loud. 

And the snow hung in the cloud, . 
I reck'd not all my sunshine was to come, 

My heart was blithe and gay, 

I went Bmgmg on my way 
In ihe path across the hills to thy home ! 

The spring, with gentle rain, 

Hath weke tlie buds again, 
And the summer clothes the leafy woods once more, 

But Love's sweet life is fled. 

And Hope's bright flowers are dead, 
And thy dear smile no sunshine can restore ! 

To some less lov'd abode, 

By some more dreary road, 
Fate yet mity lead my steps in d«3« V> qiqiga^ 

But never blithe and gtc^ 

To aing along ihe Nvay 
Aaintbe pat4 that led me to ih^ \ionDDA\ 
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OH ! FOR A HUSBAND. 

ITune—" Oh ! for a husband." Early in the 17th cent 

Thebe was a maiden, well-a-day ! 

Thus moum'd her hapless lot :~- 
'* A wife may be merry and gay, 

But maids, alas t may not. 
Full eighteen years have passed," she 8ai( 

'' All lonely and forlorn, 
Oil, if I chance to die unwed. 

Would I had ne'er been born. 
Oh, oh, oh, for a husband, 
Oh, oh, oh, for a husband." 

Still this was her song, 
** I will have a husband, 
m have a husband 

Be he old or young T' 

* 

An ancient suitor to her came. 

His head was very gray ; 
He talked to her of Cupid's flame, 

And stole her he:irt away. 
Her mother said, " Don't wed too fast, 

Lest you should soon repent.'* 
Quoth she, **Dear mother, I'm in haste. 

And thus the ditty went, 
** Oh, oh, oh, for a husband. 
Oh, oh, oh, for a husband." 

Still this was her song, 
''I will have a husband, 
1*11 have a husband. 

Be he old or young !" 

When she had been a wedded wife 
A twelvemoDth and a day. 
She found her dear, her \ord,\ies\\lQ) 
Was mean as well as gray. 
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He grudg'd the price of cap and gown, 

Of velTet and of lace ; 
On trinkets he would grimly frown, 

'Twas such a piteous case. 
''Oh, oh, oh, with a husband, 
Oh, oh, oh, with a husband, 

What a life lead J, 
Plague take such a husband, 
Take such a husband, 

Husband, fie, fie, fie 1*' 

Another twelvemonth slowly pass'd, 

A widow she became ; 
But soon the weeds aside she cast, 

Pray don't the lady blame. 
A second lover sought her hand, 

Young, gen'rous, brave and free. 
She did not shilly-shaliy stand, 

But joyously said she, 
*' Oh, ob, oh, for a husband. 
Oh, oh, oh, for a husband, 

This is still my song, 
I will have a husband, 
I'll take a husband. 

But he must be young !*' 



SOEROWFIJL TREES. 

n Caylzt.] IMutie by Box, ICbs. JSfovioy, 

Ct PRESS and yew. 

Sorrowful trees ! 
Tears are your dew, 

Sighs are your l»reeze 1 
Sad is your shade, 

Gloomy and coVd, 
Where she is laid, 

Under the mould \ 
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Notfaing sbe iieed% 

Sadly I Btrew 
S^meral weedSy 

Mjrtle and roa^ 
Over Uie tomb 

Worn by my knees 
Under your gloom, 

Sorrowful tanees* 

Winters may freest, 

Summers may burn. 
Sorrowful trees-, 
* Sombre and stem ; 

Seasons may rangfe^ 

Ages may roll, 
Nought can estrange 

€rnef from my soid : 
Still my heart bleeds. 

Therefore I strew 
Funeral weeds, 

Myrtle and rue^ 
Where she' is laid, 

Slewing- at ease 
Under your shade, 

SiMTOwful trees. 



YE MABINERS OF SPAIN. 

JomrCE. LOOXSASK.] IMmic by Mbs. RoBxas Abkh 
Ye mariners of Spain 

Bend strongly on your oars. 
And bring'my lore agidn, 

For he lies among the Moors. 
Ye galleys fairly built 

Like castles on the sea, 
Ob, frreat will be your gu\!ft. 
If ye bring him not \fi icieN 
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The wind is blowing Btrong, 

Tha breew wHl aid jour om«, 
O swifUy % ak>ogy 

For hfi lies among the Hoon ! 
Tbo firsah brttse of tiie Ma 

Ooola eveiy ehodL but mlna^ 
O hot is itobraafeb to me 

As I gaoa upon the brine i 

Lift up, lift up your sail 

And bend upon your oars, 
lose not the fair gale^ 

7or be Ues among the Moors ! 
It is a narrow strait, 

I see the blue hills ovst^ 
Your coming 1*11 awut, 

And thank you. for my loven 
To Har^ I wUl pmy 

While ye- bend, upon your oars, 
'Twill be a blessed day 

If ye £dtch hida from the Moorsr. 



BOW, GALLANT COMEADES, EOW. 

[IWe— " Bow wdl, ye mariners.** ICth century.] 

Bow, gallant conuftdea, row, 

The sun is mear his western bed ; 
Upon the waters glow 

Unnumbered gems of gorgeous red ; 
The stars that peer to uuier night, 
Scarce reveal then* trembling light ; 
Betore the silver moon we see. 
Safe at home we all should be. 

Then row well, row well, 
No breatli upon t\:^ ^iv\«c t^an^ 

Then row vwll, row vaeW, 
With all your udgbt, 'J^ xajjonec^- 



42 



THE NEW STANDAED SONG BOOK. 

Kow, gallant comrades, row, 

The log is crackling on the hearth, 
Kind voices, well we know. 

Will greet us with the sound of mi 
The cares that fill the anxious breast 
Soon we^ll lull to happy rent, 
And drooping spirits we shall cheer : 
Bow 1 the welcome shore la near. 
Then row, &c. 



c- 



BEIGHT THINGS CAN NEVER 

0. H. HiTCHiHGS.] C3f««tc by E. F. H 

Bbight things can nerer die, 

E'en though they fade^ 
Beauty and minstrelsy 

Deathless were made. 
What though the summer day 

Passes away, 
• Doth not the moon's soft ray 

Silence the night ? 
Kind words can never die, 

Saith my philosophy ; 
Deep in the soul they lie, 

All know how dear. 

Like childhood's simple rhymes 

Said o'er a thousand times, 
Ay, in all years and climes. 

Distant and near. 
Childhood can never die ; 

Wrecks of the past, 
Float on our memory, 

E'en to the last. 
Sweet fancies never die, 
Tbey leave behind 
Some fairy legacy 
/Stored in the mind. 
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AJSTD HAVE I LOST THEE? 

Ladt DvwsBiir.] [JfcMte bj Ljldt Djjwwi 

And have I loet thee ? 
Is thy love a dream of other days I 
Can act of mine no lon«^er move 
Thy censure or thy praise ? 
I miss thee from the lonely hearth^- 
I miss thy quiet smile ! 
Thy voice ixdth its melodious mirth^ 
Thy lips that knew not guile ! 
I gaze on thine accustom'd place, 
But strangers fill it now ; 
Alas I and is there left no trace 
Of one so lovM as thou ) 
And have — ^have I lost thee I 

And have I lost thee ? 

Must I learn to live through lonely yean t 

To seek for love in eyes that turn 

All coldly from my tears I 

Thy silent home ! — none greet me there, 

Kone speak to me of thee ! 

Our ancient haunts no longer wear 

Familiar looks to me I 

Bestore, thou silent tomb, restore 

The young hopes thou hast slain t 

Give back the lov*d and lost once more ! 

Give me mine own again i 

And have I lost thee ? 



MAYST THOU BE HAPPY. 

IBPSVTSB.] IMutio by J. P. KnOBf, 

<AT8T thou be happy each comiii^ ^3^ 
'me gleam of sunshine atvYV routwd. VXi«A^^> 
le hearts to greet thee ai\d m,ee\. VNi"3 <»!cea»% 
'ids to adore and one Vo^eOk. oxkft \o X^rsb** 



> 
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Though I have profifored my friendship in yain. 
Striven, but vtAnljf thy youngheait to ginn ; 
Wfagr«hoald I net wish thee well in my heart ^ 
Mayst thou be happy althoqgli we muet 



Mayst thou be happy — ^it was^not to be 

Thy future lot should be centred in me, 

Tho* I was true as the eart^ to the sun. 

Love, to be perfect, is two heaits in one ; 

All that I ask is, remember me still 

As one who*d have bow*d to thy wish or thy will, — 

Who sought not thy wealth, but thy hand and t 

heart ; — 
Mayst thou be happy, al^ough we most pacrt. 



tae:e back the viegin page. 

9. MoOBB.] [^tr— "Sermc 

Tabu back the viigin page^ 

White and nnwritteai still ; 
Some hand more calm aad sage 

Tlie leaf must fill. 
Thoughts come as pure as lights 

"Bm as even you require; 
But, oh t each word I writ^ 

Loire turns to fire. 

Yet let me keep the book ; 

Oft shall my heart renew, 
When on its leaves I look, 

Dear thoughts of you. 
Like you, 'tis fair and bright ; 

Like you, too bright and fair 
Ho let wikl passions write 

One wrong wish there. 

Haply, when fvom those eyes 
JPar, fsar away, I roam. 
Should oalmer thoughts ariae 
Towards you and home. 
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FaDcy may tnioe some line 

Worthy those eyes to meet ; 
Thoughts that not bum, but shine, 

Pure^ calm, and sweet. 

And as the reeords are, 

'Which wandVing seamen keep, 
Led hy their liidden star 

Throagh winter^ deep ; 
So may the words I write 

Tell throagh what storms I straji 
Tou still the unseen Hght 

Goidiiig my iray ! 



THE ANGEL'S WEPTG. 

8. LOTBB.] lUuHe by B. Lotsb. 

[There is a Ctarmsn guperstition, that when s sudden 




passing senuph. For the purposes of poetry, I thonght two 
persons preraraible to many, in ittustnaing vaiB rety beaatiM 
sopentition.] 

Wbw by the evening's quiet li^^t 

'^Qiere sit two silent lovers^ 
They say, while in such tranquil plight, 

An angel round them hoyers ; 
And-furtber still old legends icdl, — 
The first who breaks the silent spc^ 
To say a soft and pleasing thing, 
Hath felt the passing angel's wing. 

Thus, a musing minstrel stray'd 

By the summer ocean^ 
Gazing on a lovely maic^ 

With a bard's devotion s — 
Yet his love Jie never spoke, 
'SSI now the silent spell he bTokA\— - 
The hidden fire to na^mQ d^v^fcov!^ 
F&Dn*d by the y yti^nxg sockg^i^^ :«&Emi^\ 



•r-a-E s 
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"I havB loved thee well and 1. 

With love of hoiiven'a own i 
Thil u Dot ft pnat'fl song', 

Bnt a true heBrt's speaking. 
Il>ill love tbee, still, nnUied I" 
Be fslt — he BpoLe — as one inspired — 
The words did from truth's fountain s 
Upw&ken'd by the aagel's wing ! 

Silenoe o'er the maiden fell, 

Her. beauty lovelier making ; — 
And by her blueh, he knew full well 

lie daWD of love was breaking. 
It came like sunshine o'er his heart! 
He felt that the; ahonld never part, 
She apoke — and oh ! — the lovely thiu] 
Had felt the pasaing angel's wing. 



THE HAUNTED SPRING. 

[SiHDaL Lov».] 
lid, lijt hare the 



GaIlT through the monntain glen 

Tbt huntePs hom did ring, 

Ae the milk-white doe 

Escaped his bow, 

Down bj the bauDted spring ; 

In vain bis silver hom he wound, — 

'Twaa echo answer'd back ; 
For neither groom nor baying hound 

Were on the huiiter'a track ; 
In yain he sought the milt-white do* 
That made him itray, and 'scaped his 
For, gave biroBulf, no living tbicg 
W*» iy file silent hannlod apruig. 
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The purpki heath*beUs> hkwniiiig hxt, 

Thar fbngmiioe round did flingt 
At^tbd hunter lay, 
▲tihe elofle of day, 

Domnlfj thehannted fipring; 
A lad^ ftur, in robe of white^ 

To gVMi tiie hunter oame ; 
She kMi*d> a cop ¥Rth jeweii brigiU^ 

And pledged him by his name ; 
«<'0h^ lady fiur/' tiia hnntw cried^ 
^ B«r thow my lore,, my blooming bride, 
A» blade' tiiat wdl might grace a king I 
lUr lady of the haunted fpring." 

Sml ik^ fiiuntun dear shei stoop -d, 

▲fldibrth she diew a ring:; 
Aitd that boild kni^ 
Hm fliith did plight, 

BoWQ by the haunted spring. 
But shwe tiie day his chase d£i strays - 

The hontsr ne'er was seen ;, 
j&nd kgends tell, he now doth dwdl. 

Within the hills so green.* 
But still the milk- white doe appears, 
And wakes the peasanlfs evening fbars. 
While distant bogles faintly ring 
Around the lonely haunted spring. 

* Fays and fairies are supposed to hsre their dwelling-places 
within old-grew hillt. 



OH ! TaiNK m)T MY SPIBETS ARE 
ALWAYS AS LKFHT; 

Thomas Mooes.] lAir—** John O'Beillj, the active." 

Oh I think not my spirits are s\^^^% %s^\u(gD&(>, 

Aad as free from a pang aa ^b0j- ««enL\» nq'^^'^w \ 
Nor expect that the heaiTt-b«axi\ii% wisOa ^ Nft-^ivi^ 
Wm return with to-morrow to \m!^\«£^ -o^l ^^^^ 
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No, life is a waste uf weariBOma hours, 

'Which netdom the roBe of enjoyment adoma 
And the heart tbat ia BOonest awake to the flo 

la always the Scat to be touched b; the thai 
But kbA round tbe boirl, and be ham>7 awhil 

Ma; we never meet worse in our pilgrimagi 
Than tbe tear that enjoyment can gild with a 

And tbe smile that compuBion can turn to 

Tbe tbread of our life would be darli, heaven I 
If it were not with fHendihip uid love iaiaj 

And I care not how soon I may eink to repoai 
Wben tbesa bleatrings shall cease to be dei 

But they who have lov'd, the fondest, tbe par 

Too uten have wept o'er tlie dream they be 
And the heart thxl has alumber'd in friendship i 

Is happy indeed, if 'twas never deodved. 
But send round the bowl, while a relio of trutl 

Is in mui or in woman, this pray'r shall be 
That the Bunahine of love ma; illumine our yo 

And the moonlight of friendship coosole oiu 



WHEH GENTLE MTJSIC. 

BmniL Lovaa.] lUuitt 1 

Whkb gentle music's Bounding^ 

Such as this ; 
'Tis sweet when friends surrounding 

Share oar hliBS : 
Bat love them as we may, 

We love thvm less, when near. 

Than when, through mem'r/s teai 



Wevi 



-far 



When over deaarta burning. 
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Be 't happy as it may, 

That home no blisii bestows 

So faiiy-bright, as those 
We fancied when away. 

And when fond hearts are meeting, 

Beating high ; 
How sweet the brilliant greeting 

Of the eye t 
But tho' so bright its ray. 

To lovers far more dear 

Is the sad, the secret tear 
l^ed for one — who's far away. 



CHEEEY CHEEK PATTY. 

[0. DiBDiir.] 
N in yon village I live so snug, 
ley ciU. me Giles, the ploughman's boy ; 
ugh woods and o*er stiles, as I trudge many miles, 
listle, I whistle, and whoop gee woo, Jerry, I cry ; 
BTOrk being done, to the lawn then I fly, 
re the lads and ^e lasses all look very sly. 
id Tze deeply in love with a girl, it is true, 
id I know what I know, but I munna tell you. 
I'll whistle, ril whistle^ for of all the girls I ever 
did see, 
any cheek Patty for me. 

igh the squire so great, so happy mayn't be^ 
oor simple Giles, the ploughman's boy ; 
natters of State ever addle my pate, 
I whistle, I whistle, and whoop gee woo, Jerry, I 
cry. 

cherry cheek Patty, she lives in the vale, 
m I help o'er the stile wi^Viex TfiL^\si%'^^\ 
Fatiy baa a like notion oi me, \\. Na V^^ \ 
Tknow what I know, \5utl m\w«Mai\i^l«\'^ 
But rU v?Yttaae» T VL ^Xsufi^ ^"^^ 
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Tze able Knd atrong and willing to iroA, 
And vhen the Ikri rties off tntdgra I ; 
The oowB Dp I cnll, and hamcia old Ball, 
I wbtsde, I wbUtle, and whtKip gev wod, Jat 
Then I'ze fifCj good abilliDgB, my luck bas bi 
And a lad*! Dot to be grinned at thaf I gotten 
And when tliat I'm married to Patty bo troa 
I know what I know, but I mimna tell yoo^ 
Bat m wbUUs, I'll irtiiii 



THE CHAIK I GAVE WAS FAJ 
VIEW. 

[LoiD Btmas.J 

Thb chain T gava waa £air to view, 
Tbe Inte I added sweet in sonnd, 

The beart that offered botb wat tru^ 
Anid ill denrved the fote it (bond. 

' TbBM fptt* were charmed by eecret ^>ell 
Thy tniUi in absence to divine ; 
And they hara done tiieir duty well ; 
Alaa : tbey could not toaoh tliee Oiinii 

fbat chain was Gnn iir«reiy link, 
Bat not to bear a strangera toaoh ; 

That late woa eweet, — till tboii'coaldat 1 
Id other hands ita notea went such. 

Let him, who fVom tin> nrck. traboimd 
The chain, when ebirered in hia gm>p 

yfha «aw that into reftne its aound, 
Be-Btring the chorda, renew the olaap. 

ffSmi ttou wart tdiangwl, they altarad t 
_^3£e oAaiD is broke, tha nnuia miAa'. 
a them md' Htuvt aditn 1 — 
B beiu^ — Jhnl aludii,— ^md nUn 
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LLOW, EOLLaW OV£B MOUNTAIN. 
VoBHiM^.foUofW over moantttn^ 

And m guide tfaee to lora'a fimnlaiif 
If jWufoUMr, follow DM. 

EoUow, follow me^ ka. 

With Mm wttten-of tho IbnntidB, 

Wilil 6Me ^ Khing hearty 
And tin t ow^ of the moantaSn 

Shall to tliee a balm impart 
Follow, foUow, &0. 

For womsn's love hi dearlj bought. 

If bought with peace of mhid ; 
But taste tiie founts and not a thou|^t 

Of lore is lisftbebind. 

Follow, fbllow, fta 



AVELLEES SEE STRANGE THINGS. 

MAS DOBZV.] ll£u$ie by OoiBZ. 

England Tve seen the brave sons of roast beef 
taiwd high on piosperitjiB wings, 
' wealth and good-bumour beyond all belief; 
•at tnvellerB see strange things. 

Straose things, strange things^ 

TVaveUers see stkimge things. 

i yoa*ll doubt my naivation. I feel prnity sure, 
hough I soar not on lUmloos wings : 
t seen honest Iftwyen, and doetom that oure ; 
lut travellers see strange things. 

Strange things, die. 

ieve me no falsehood I wish to advance^ 

Vom truth my avthori^ 8pi\iig& *, 

> Been Boglaad an never b« ocmc^omra^AES^ "^ias^^^N 

it tnveUera see fltnoBge ^ftdng^ 
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WAITINa FOE THE SPEING. 

Fbboxbick Evoch.] [Ifitffe bj Hbvbt Sk ijtr. 

All ibe fields were silent, sleeping, 

All the woods were bleak and mtre, 
But I knew each bough was keeping 

Bloom to meet the sunshine there ; 
For the stream that seem'd to listen, 

And the bird that long*d to sing, 
And the flow'r to burst and glisten. 

All were waiting for the spring i 

Like the fields and woodlands sleeping 

Oft the heart in sadness lies, 
While the germ of hope is keeping 

Promise-bloom for brighter skies : 
And that hope foretels elating 

There are joys that time may bring, 
So the heart is ever waiting, 

Ever waiting for the spring ! 



'TIS TIME TO FLY. 

Sauvil Lotib.] IMutie by Lotxb. 

Bewabe the chain lovo's wreathing. 

When some sweet voice you hear. 
Whose gentlest, simplest breathing 

Is music to thine ear ; 
And when, in glances fleeting, 

Sotr.e deep and speaking eye 
With t!:ine is often meeting, 

Oh then — ^tis time to fly t 

If there be form of lightness 
To which thine eyes oft %\xk^^ 
Or neck of snowy brightne&a — 
i^emem bered — when away \ 
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These BynipioinB love resemble, 

And when some hand is nigh. 
Whose touch doth make thee tzembk^ 

Oh then — ^tis time to fly I 

But if that voice of sweetness. 

Like echo, still return ; 
And if that eye of brightness 

"V^th fascination bum ; 
To *scape thou art not able^ 

No effort vainly try, 
For, like the bird in fable, 

Alas I thou canst not fly I 



HAS ANYBODY HERE SEEN HUGOP 

toBiBZ B. BsoufiH.] [JfMio bj H. W. Baux. 

Who has here, far or near, seen Hugo t 

Since the dawn he*s been gone, sad Hugo, 
Not to chase the buck or doe^ 
For he*8 left his spear and bow. 

And his bugle, in a row, false Hugo. 

Ob, false Hugo ! Oh, sad Hugo ! 
If you've gone to hunt, I fear 
I can gue&i what kind of deer — 

Still has anybody here seen Hugo ? 

In the night, long ere light, rose Hugo, 
Sprucely dresVd in bis bent) vain Hugo, 
In a silver buttuu*d hood, 
In his hat a new plume stood, 
For a baron's son too good, vain Hu^^o, 
Ob, vain Hugo t Oh, false H\xg,o \ 
Did you e*er so smart appear 
For the maid you call your deuc — 
Still baa anybody here seen H.Tig|(> ^ 
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So al 1m(^ nat ao &ati fiiood Hvgt 

Not a kiM— «h I what/a thial' oh, J 

WboD I dmaKbt yoa< OH' the iRDj 

Too had' boaa to buy llis ring ; 

Toa'ra a darling and a kios, my H 

Ob, dear HMgo t oh, m; Mago t 

rve been aaking for jou.liBre, 

1 waa eartain you'd appear ; 

Was (here ever laoh- a dear aa Hog 



I THINK OF THEE., 

SUIUHL LOTIB,] CXarfi 

I LOVE to room at eight 

By the deep aea. 
When the pale mooa U bright, 

And thick of thee : 
And ai the bcaaon'g light 

Qleama o'er the sea, 
Sbaddins ita guardian ligtt^ 

Z think of thae. 

When o'er tome floVi; grouni 

Night Kinds breathe uee, 
Waflfng fresh fragtance round, 

I think of tbee • 
Then if some tremblbg atac 

Beamiiig I see, 
Brighter than others tar! — 

I think of thee. 

ThongfaloTsby bte taAiA 

Thou art to m^ 
Yet,like«tRmnr«hid, 

ItUukofthes: 

And Itnagti thy pli(^tal kla 

Mine ne'er oeh be, 

Newt ia Ae aeeretbUaa 

n* Uiukof tkeei 
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WEEN THEY TOLD ME HE WAS 
MAKIIIED. 

Caspskteb.] IMuiie by J. F. K5ZGHT. 

Whfn they told me he was married, 

How I wept to hear his name i 
For I lived but id his presence^ 

And was happy when he came ; 
Had he spoken of another, 

Had he spared my aching brow, 
I had loved him as a brother. 

Bat I dare not love him now. 

It is true no vows were spoken. 

But his words were soft and kind ; 
Ev*ry gift I deemed a token 

That he strove our love to bind ; 
There are hearts, where truth ne*er enterM, 

That such falsehood ne'er could bow, 
Bat my hopes in him were centred, 

Tet I dare not love him now ! 

They deem not when they name him 

Of the pangs that wring my soul, 
And yet I ne'er shall blame him. 

For could I my heart control I 
Had I known that to another 

He had breathed the fatal vow,^- 
I had loved him as a brother, 

But I dare not love him now ! 



CUPID'S GOLDEN AEROW. 

EA C00K.3 [itfiMio by H. C. Grifviths. 

TouNO Capid went storming to Vulcan one day 

And besought him to look at Vi\« urra^q % 
tia uaelees, hecrietl, you mu8tTXi«sTi^\Vi,\«»!3» 

Tib not &t to let % at a sparrow. 
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There's somethiDg that's wrong {□ the shaft < 
Tor it flutten ifdU fabe to m; um, 

'3l8 an age bulgo it Mrly went home le the 
And tfa« world reall; laaghs at m; name. 

I've rti«ighterfd, r»B bont, IVe tried all I 

I've perfmued 1( with sweetest of sighs, 
lis feather'd with riuglete that Teiiiis niig)] 

And the baib^eaiDB wUb light from joni 
Sat it falls without touching, I'll break it, 1 

For there's EyneD beginning to pout. 
He's complsjoing hia torcb barns so doll an 

That Zephyr might puff it right oat. 

little Capid went on witb his pitiful tale, 

Till Vuloftn the weapon restored. 
There, take it, yonug Sir, try it now, if it fi 

You shall gnuit me no fee or rewaid. 
The urchin shot out and rare havoo be wion 

The wounded and dead were UDtoId ; 
But no wonder tha boy had snsh slaughteiiE 

For Ihe arrow waa laden with gold. 



THEY CHIDE ME FOE HEPII 

J. B, CuTOTaa.] [VMs'li; I 

Tbet ohide me for repining. 

They mark myaltmed brow. 
No wreath of flow'rs entwining 

Amid its tresses now. 
Foil 



His home was «4tb the Htnnge^ 
Vper Mtne diaUnt shore : 
Oi, b»d I abar'd liia dsngec, 
HeooaM aothvrelor'dmfinMB 
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His grave no stone revealing, 

Oi^ iriendship can oolIiTD ; 
HiB mem'ry is the feeling, 

JFor wkidi alone I liva. 



L8 I WALKED FOETH ONE SUMMEE'S 

DAY. 

jrovmovs.] [Umie bj Plaspmb^ 1999, 

As I walk'd forth one •ammer^s day 
To view the meadows green and gaj, 
A oool retreating bower I spied. 
That flourish*d near the river^s side, 

Where oft in tears a maid would oiy^ 
"Did ever maiden love as I f 

Then o*er the grassy fields sbeM walk. 
And nipping &wers low by the stalk. 
Such flowers as in the meadow grew, — 
The deadman^s thumb and harebell blue ; 

And as she puUM them, still cried she^ 
*' Alas, none ever lov'd like me I** 

Sack flowers as gave the sweetest seent 

She bound about with knotty bent ; 

And as she bound them up in bands. 

She 8igh*d, and wept, and wrung her hands ; 
"Alas, alas !" still sobb^ she, 
"AlM^f -none ever lov'd like ma 1" 

Wkenehe had fiU'd her apron foil 

Of *U the flow«n that she could enl^ 

The iendsr leaves served for a bed. 

The scented flowezs to leBt loAt \imi\ 

Snben down she laid, nor s\g^^^TL<« V|a2&ac 
Whh love her nouUe Vkaii^ djIii^itML. 
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THE OEIGIN OF THE HABP. 

T. MoOM.] [iiw— «* Gang fa 

'Tis believ*d that this harp which I now wake for tl 
Was a syren of old who aung under the sea, 
And who often at eve through the bright billow ro 
To meet on the green shore a youth whom she lov 



But she lov*d him in vain, for he left her to weep, 
And in tears, all the night, her gold ringlets to sU 
Till heav'n lookM with pity on true love so warm, 
And changed to this soft harp the sea-maiden's fo] 



Still her bosom rose fair — still her cheeks smiPd 

same — 
While her sea-beauties gracefully curVd round 

frame; 
And her hair, shedding tear-drops from all its br: 

rings, 
Pell over her white arms, to make the gold strings 

Hence it came that this soft harp so long hath I 

known 
To mingle love's language with sorrow's sad tone ; 
Till thou didst divide them, and teach the fond la^ 
To be love, when I'm near thee, and grief when aw 



BEGONE, DULL CAEB. 

[AKOimfOUB, 1687.] 
Begone, dull Care, — I prithee begone from me; 
Begone, dull Gare,-^thou and I shall never agre 
Long time tbou hast been tarrying here. 
And fain thou wouldstme kill ; 
But i'&ith, duJl Care, 
Tbou Dover shalt have thy ^V!II!U 
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much care will make a young man grey ; 
I too much care will turn an old man to clay. 
My wife shall dance, and I will eing. 

So merrily pass the day ; 
For I hold it still the wisest thing 
To drive dull Care away. 



r TIS LOVE TO WISH YOU NEAE. 

iLXS DxBsnr.] [lf«ne by ChabIiBS DzBsnr. 

If 'tis love to wish you near, 
To tremble when the wind I hear, 

Because at sea you floating rove ; 
If ot you to dream at night, 
To languish when you're out of sight, — 

If this be loving, then I love. 

If, when you're gone, to count each hour. 
To ask of every tender power 

That you may kind and faithful prove ; 
If void of falsehood and deceit^ 
I feel a pleasure when we meet, — 

If this be loving, then I love. 

To wish your fortune to partake, 
Determined never to forsake. 

Though low in poverty we strove ; 
If, so that roe your wife you*d call, 
I offer you my little all, — 

If this be loving, then I love. 



ILL OMENS. 

[oou.] C2l«r—** Paddy's resource." 

IBH daylight was yet sleeping under the b\V\Q)\< ^ 
Ind stars in the heavens stil\ lingenxi^ i^otk^^ 
ang Kitty, all blushing, rose up iroisiVkSt ^^o^% 
'he bust time she e'er was to preaa \^ tSiQii^* 



■im 
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For Uie youth whom, iha treunr'd hsr haar 

Had ptoDut'd (o Unk the Uwt tJs Im£>m do 

And when once the jaoiiK heart of a maiden 

The maiden hsHU will steal after itaottb 

As abe look'd in the gUn which a woman ne'i 

Nor ever WMiU time for a sir glance or tw 
A bultwfif , freeh IroiB tiw night flowai^a ki* 

Flew orer the mirror and ihaded her riew, 
Boragad with the ineeot for hiding her graaa 

She brush'd him — hefell,al>a1 nerertori 
"Ah ! BDch," aaid the girl, "is tiie pride of a 

For which the Mral's i " ' *■ 



While she stole thro' the garden, where he 
WKfl ffrowiag. 

She CnU'd Bome, and kiss'd off its nightrfhl 
And a roae ftirther on looked *a tsmptjng and 

That, spite of her haste, abe must gather il 
But while o'er the rosea too carelessl; leaninj 

Her zone flew in two and the heart'a-ease i 
" Ah I. thia means, " said the girl (and she sig 



le worth the repose it n 



'■That love ia 



THE FDLEET. 



[Ch. 



ieDls 



IB.] 



Toima Qnillo^ a poor simple awun, 

Tet with some Qbtle ounniug at least, 
When his conacience no mors voald cou' 

To r^e* e it would hie to his prieat. 

" Well, SOD, wlut d'je care to confiwl 

32eae jotiBg sinners are alwaja is ban 

"Why, sir, la in mightj ^atRsa — 

X.&ar«pilfer'd Bome eggabornkfani 
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" Oh ! Bbameful ! and where were they laid 1" 
''In the heD-house, upon the high sh^.*' 

Cried the priest^ ** I muit stop this Tile trade ;**— » 
So the next time took the eggs for himself 

When again to confession he went — 

*' WeUy my son, what has happened afresh !" 
*' "Why, yon know, sir, we all should repent. 

When we're carnal, and giVn to the flesh ; — 
Now, my neighhour^s sweet daughter" — " Ob I oh ! 

This sweet daughter 1 — ^Well f" — "wheni would see^ 
Unknown to her father I go ; 

Fer I loTe her — and, sir, she loves, me." 
*' And pray, is she handsome V* — ** Oh, dear 1 

She's an angel ! — ^has plenty of pelf 1'* 
** I charge you, no more interfere ;'* 

For, thought he, — " 1*11 have her to myself." 

'* These crimes from your heart you muat weaii^ 

Ton must penance perform, and let blood :— 
What's her age V — '* Sir, she's just seventeen.** 

** Seventeen, and an angel ! — ^that's good ! 
Oh ! you wicked young dog I for this fault 

AbiBolution I never can give, 
Till to proper repentance you're brought :— • 

And, pray, whereabouts does she live f ' 
"A good joke," cried out Guillot, "Ifegs I 

Master Priest, I'm not quite such an elf ;— 
You must, e'en be content with thaegy^Si'— 

Pdr the pullet I'll keep for myself." 



HOW SWEET m THE WOODLANDS. 

sirxx. 

[Mvtie hy HABBnrQsox.] 

How sweet in the woodlands, with fleet honnd and 

horn, 
To awak^i shrill echo, and tiAie t\i« fstf^T&firrcLN 
But hard is the chance my {ond\ke«x^ «rasii;i y^tvoa, 
^or Vapbne,. fair Daphne^ ia loBfc V> tttf "TWW^ 
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Assist me, chaste DIan, the nymph to regain, 
More wild than the roe-bqck, and wing'd with disdair 
In pity overtake her, who woundR ax she flies, 
The* Daphne's j>ursa*d, *tis MyrtiUo that dies. 



THE BELLS OF ST. MICHAEL'S 

TOWEK. 

[IflMtC by KWTVITT.] 

Mbbbilt, meriily, rang the bells, 

The bells of St. Michael's tower. 
When Kichard Penlake and Rebecca his wife^ 

Arriyed at the church door. 
Merrily, merrily, &c. 

Kichard Penlake was a cheerful man. 

Cheerful, frank, and free. 
But he led a sad life with Rebecca his wife, 

For a terrible shrew was she. 
Merrily, merrily, &c. 

Richard Penlake a scolding would take^ 

Till patience availed no longer. 
Then Richard Penlake a crabstick would take, 

And show her that he was the stronger. 
Merrily, merrily, &c. 



TD MOUEN THE HOPES THAT LEAT 

ME. 

T, MooBB.] [iitr— " The rose tr« 

Pd mourn the hopes that leave me, 

If thy smiles had left me too ; 
I'd weep when friends deceive me, 

Hadst thou been like them untrue. 
But while I've thee before me, 
With heart so warm, and eyes so bright, 
JVo cloada can linger o'er me, 
TliAt smile turns them aii to Y\^^ 
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'lis not in fate to barm ine, 

While fate leaves thy love to me ; 
*T^8 not in joy to chann me, 

Unless joy be shar*d with thee. 
One minute's dream about thee 

Were worth a long and endless year 
Of waking bliss without tbee, 

My own love, my only dear ! 

And though the hope be gone, love. 

That long sparkled o'er our way, 
Oh ! we shall journey on, love, 

More safely without its ray. 
Far better lights shall win me, 

Along the path I've yet to roam ; 
The mind that bums within me, 

And pure smiles from thee at home. 

Thus when the lamp that lighted 

The traveller at first goes out. 
He feels awhile benighted, 

And looks around in fear and doubt.. 
But soon the prospect clearing, 

By cloudless star-light on he treads, 
And thinks no lamp so cheerine 

As that light which heaven sheds f 



FOEETOP MOEALITY. 

tLBS D1BDXV.3 IMtuie by C. DiBDur. 

Two real tan, whom duty called 

To watch in the foretop, 
Thus one another overhauled. 
And took a cheering drop : 
I say. Will Hatchway, cried Tom T^*^ ^ 

Of conduct what^B your botV.^ 
Ab tiirongh the yoyage oi Wte ^^sa ^> 
To bring you safe to poi\.'\ 
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Cried Will, You lubber, don't you know I 

Our pamiicDS close to reef. 
Tor Bteor where Honour pomts the prow. 

To hsnd a friend relief : 
These ancbors get but in yonr power, 

My life for that's your sort ; 
The bower, the sfaee^ and the best bower. 

Shall bring you up in port 

Why then you're 'out^ and there's an end, 

Tx>iii.oried out blunt and rough. 
Be good, be honesty serve a fnend. 

Be maxims well enough ; 
liV^ho swabs his bows at other's woe. 

That tar's for me yonr -sort ; 
His vessel right a-head shall go 

To find a joyful port. 

Let storms of life upon me press, 

Misfortunes make me rem, 
Why, damme, what's my own distress f 

For others let me feel. 
Ay, ay, tf bound with a fresh gale 

To heaven, this is your sort, 
A handkerchief is the best wet sail 

To bring you safe to port. 



WE SHALL HAVE OUE MOONLIQI 

YET. 

[BAinrxL LoTsa.] 
Ttfo* days are gone when you and I 

First wove Uie links -of pleBSore^-ofaatiii 
Tho' youthful joys be all^ne fay 
We never Tnoreshall see again ; 
Yet in tJiose eyes, oft dimm'd wid&- tean, 
For me both light and lore remain. 
To make onfelt the blight ef^esra, 
To-bid tny heart be youns aigibiV 

Tho* days are gome ^wi^witaAl^^ 
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Our mom is gone, the day is past, 

The-ev*zring doses- round us dow> 
Long fAstdowft'O^er the vale are cast^ 

But light -still gilds the mountain's brow ; 
And when at last the sun goes down, 

And ev'ry- Kng'ring ray has set^ 
Tbe-night anomes Iwr rarer tjrown, 

And we shall' hare our moonHgfat jet. 

Tbo' daya are gone when yoirmd t, &c. 



OH, LET ICE OT^LY BEEATHE THE 

AIR. 

[T. MOOKB.] 

<^l tetma-oBiy Wealih»ifa6«k; 

The bleaed air ihaVs braathedbjrihM! 
And. wfastlMr on its wings it; bear 

Healing or daatb— ^<«w«rt ta 'lam, 

HiMB drink my teass while yet' thagr^d^ 
Would that my bosora*s blood were bahn, 

And well thou know'st Vd shed it all 
To give thy brow one minute*s calm. 

Nay, turn not from me that dear face, 
Am I net tiiine — thy own loved- bride, 

Xbe one — ^the chosen one, whose frfaee, 
In life er death, is by tl^< side ? 

Think'st tiioa that she whott- odiylMEt 
In this dim world* fhnn dieeimth' raceme 

Could bear the longhand cheerieM n^g^ 
That tnnst be hers wfaen- tfaou art ^gone T 

That I can live and let t^bee tto 

ll1!k> ast my lif^ kse\!n :Ko-m\ 
Vhm ti» atwa dint iho\eaX ^SkiuiX ««« 
Omi «fit» heart m^ASt i^qiMlAaa, 



w 
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IT IB NOT THE TEAB AT THIS 
MOMENT SHED* 

T, Moom».l [^ir— " Tin gijpf 

It is not the tear at thia moment ehed, 

Wlien tbe cotd tait has just been laid o'er hi 
That can t«U Law belov'd was Uie trieDd tbat'a 

Or bow deep in ddt haarbi we deplore him. 
Tia the tear, thro' man; a long day wopt, 

'Tis life's whole path o'ershaded ; 
Tis the one Tememlinnce, fondly kept. 

When all lighter grieb have fodad, 

ThuB his memoiy, like some holy light, 

Kept aliTe in out hearts, will improre them. 
For worth shall look fiurar and truth more brig 

When we think how he liv'd but to lore thei 
And u fresher floweia the sod perfiim^ 

Wheie boried aunta are lying, 
So our hearta dull borrow asweet'ning bloom 

From the image he left there in dying 1 



A DOUBT EESOLTED. 

Da. B. Bvsin.] [Kmh bjr HaiiT Li 

Fain would I love, but that I tetr 
I quickly Bbonld the willow wear ; 
Fain would I many, bat men »ay. 
When We is tied, he will away ; 
Then tell mo, lov^ what ahall X do 
To cure these fears whene'er I woo ! 



* m/, , 



ooauioDed by the Vm of a Tarr ni 

, bom 

o/JUittoD'a 



■J-BUtlre aftbt 
'VaiUaatK o/JUitton'a " Comoa." jtoajM«4to' 
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The &ir one she's a mark to all. 
The brown each one doth lovely call, 
The black's a pearl in fair men's eyes, 
The rest will stoop at any. prize : 
Then tell me, love, what shall I do 
To cure these fears whene'er I woo ? 

Young lover, know it is not I 
That wound with fear or jealousy ; 
Nor do men ever feel these smarts 
Until they have confined their hearts ; 
Then, if youll cure your fears, you shall 
Love neither fair, black, brown, — but alL 



SHE CAME TO US IN SUMMER-TIME. 

J, E. CAB7ZVTtS.3 [AflMtO by JOHV FULOHBB. 

She came to us in summer-time 

Wlien fragrance fiUM the bow'rs. 
And, in her dazzling beauty, seem'd 

A queen amid the flow'rs ; 
Her cheeks — they wore the roses' hue. 

Her brow was Hly white ; 
Her eyes they shamed the violets* blue, 
They shone so softly bright. 
She came to us in summer-time 
When all was blight and fair. 
But earth ownM not a beauteous flower. 
That with her could compare. 

She came to us in summer-time. 

And as the years depart, 
Oh ! never may she cease to feel 

The sunshine of the heart ; 
And when lifers sunset hour arrives, 

Still rosy may it beam, 
O'er ber whose life was Uke «k\m\^ 
-4iid joyous 8ammer-dce8ixa\ 

Sheoamey &o. 



< i 
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MT NAMM IS FOND SESIBS, 
Comb hillHr, iibepban^mnin ; 

I pi^M ffaow to tm Uij nMnef 

My DMue i> fond desire. 
TeU ma ^idio su tLy luna I 

Frash jranth. in sngar'd ji^ ; 
WlMt «•> diy.maat.aiid dmi;.&od:t 

Bad Bigha with great wn^. 
WlMt lolled thaa MUep I 

Sweet speech, which likes me heat : 
Tell me where is th v dtrelliiiB-pUoe t 

In gMitie heark I iMt. 
Dofit other time or age 

Bring the* onto da«qr t 
yto, no ! deaiie both lins and <Un 

T«a Ain—d timaa a ^y, 
Theniond deaire farewell t 

Thoa art iM mate En me ; 
I should be lotb, meUunke, to dvall 

With BDOh.a.ooe as thee. 



HAS SOItBOW THY TOUKS DAT 
SHADED P 

T. Kooo.] [jiHX^'^BIf Fat 

Has aaiTow thy yaaag i>^ abacbd, 

Ab olonda o-'er tiie Dnming flMtt 

Too &st hare tlnae younff <fa^ fcdtd, 

lliatvmiin aorraw wereawaett 

Does Time mth bia oaht winga wlthar 

Eaeh Jealiag tbat onm wm daarl 

Come, child ofrnkforhm* I oaDiaUWaR, 

'W weep with thee tMar-fwftaM. 
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Haf love to tliai aoui so iendttr 

Been like our Lagenian mine, 
Wban Hparklep of goUen aplfindoiir 

AU over the>aarfaoe ahine ? 
Bat if in ponuit we go doaper, 

JUhn'd.by the gleam that ahoue, 
Ah^l fiUae^aa the dteam of the sleeper, 
loYe, the bright oca is gone. 



Haa hop^ like the bird in the 8tei>y, 

That flitted from tree to tree 
With the tinman's glittering gleiy — 

Has hopo been, that Inrd to thee. ! 
On bnuioh sfter brftnoh alighting^ 

The gam did she still display, 
Anfl when nearest and most inviting^ 

Then waft the flur gemt away ? 

,Zf thus ike sweat honra have fleeted. 

When sorrew herself k}ok*d bright ; 
If thus the fimd hope has cheated, 

That ]ed thee along so light, 
If thus the unkind world wither 

Each feeling that once was dear ; 
Come, child of miafertone ! come hither, 

I'll weep with thee tear for tear. 



THE 1CA.T.BEW. 

vsL LoTXB.] [IfwAr fay 8. Lotsb. 

?o gather the dew from Hw flowerB on Mvf^miniiag. before 
ion haa risen, itoeellaned ac bondof peoulunryeweavetween 

Comb vritk hm^ lave, VmwsStJBBaig 
A spell in the yonng -yoai^i^ %fi4Hii%\ 

Tbefingioai^ May-daw la.tvoa^B^ 
Its charm o*er ibe siomisics^MS^^^^ 
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Its pearls are more precious than those they find 

In jewell'd Indians sea ; 
For the dew-drops, love, might serve to bind 
Thy heart, for ever, to me ! 

Oh come with me, love, I'm seeking 

A spell in the young year's flowers ; 
The magical May-dew is weeping 
Its charm o'er the summer bowers. 

Iloste, or the spell will be missiog, 

We seek in the May-dew now ; 
For soon the warm sun will be kissing 

The bright drops from blossom and bough : 
And the charm is so tender the May-dew sheds 

O'er the wild flowers' delicate dyes. 
That e*en at the touch of the sunbeam, 'tis said, 
The mystical influence flies. 

Oh come with me, love, I'm seeking 

A spell in the young year's flowers ; 
The magical May -dew is weeping 
Its charm o'er the summer bow'rs. 



EOME. 

J. E. Cabpbhtsb.] [Mutie by E. J. LoDi 

I STOOD in Home's deserted streets. 

And from the depths of time 
A voice came forth — that seemed to speak 

Of Kome when in her prime ; 
The spirits of the heroes were 

Awakened by the strain ; 
The living dead around me stood, 

The Csasar lived again ! 
Metbonght a thousand torches blazed 
And lib th' imperial dome, 
TVhile myriBd forms their YOAcea Twoni 
-And haUed the Eternal Rome \ 
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Iiiood in Some's deserted walk ! 

The vision passed away : 
The grandeur of her priucely halls 

Was changed to cold decay. 
Upon the Tiber's-. silent wave 

1 marked no galley's prow, 
The very tombs that shroud thy brave; 

Oh ! Itome — are ruins now ! 
Yet mightiest in thy fall, thou still 

Art grandeur's proudest home, 
A thousand spells thy temples fill 

Thou greal^Etenial Borne. 



THEY TALK OF DALES. 

They talk of dales. and hills in Wales, 

By nature sweetly dress'd^ 
But there's a cot within one spot 

Surpassing ail the rest ; 
There Gwineth- dwelt when Owen felt 

The power of Cupid's dart) 
For look ye now, 'tis he knows how 

To fuerce the hardest heart 

They talk of dales, &o. 

The maid was proud, a splendid crowd 

Of nobles sought her hand ; 
While Owen's wealth was heai-t and health, 

And skiU to till the land ; 
But Gwineth frownM until she found 

The power of Cupid's dart, 
For look ye now, he best knows *how 

To tondi tiie hardest heart. 

They talk of dales,, ftc 

Report had told that Gwineth?» gold 

Through treachery YisA^^j^^^ 
Her fickle train no ixioie XQa!ajiXk> 
But 0wen*8 iruiki ^t^nwISl ^ *. ^ 



Thus Gwinstb found tbo' fortune fron 
He power of Cupid's dart, 

Wlio look ve now, alone knows hoir 
To touch the Lftrdeat heart. 

Tbej talk of dates, to. 



LOVELT NIGHT. 



LoTELT night, oh I lorely nicfat, 

Spreading over hill and meadoir, 
Soft SQd atow tbj buy sliadow, 
Soon oar wearisa ejelidH close. 
And ilamber in thj blest repoee.^ 
Soon our wearied eyelids close. 
And slumber in thj hlest repose. 

'Ko'ij night, oh I boly nigkt, 
Placing Drighter wcrlda before us 
Happiness tboa shed'st o'er m ; 
Oh I that vte might ne'er return, 
To this dull eartQ to weep and mon 
Oh that we might ne'er return, 
To this dull earth to weep and moi 



EVELEEN'S BOWEE. 



When 

The lord of the valley with false tows came ; 
The moon hid her light 
From the heavens that night, 
^/3i/ iFspf behiad the clourfs o'er tlie maiden' 
He clouds past goon 
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And heaven smil'd again with her yestal flame ; 
But none will see the day 
When the clouda shall pass away, 

Which that dark hour left upon Eveleen's fame. 

The white snow lay 

On the narrow pathway, 
Where the lord of the valley cross'd over the moor ; 

And many a deep print 

On the white snow's tint. 
Showed the track of his footstep to Eveleen*s door. 

The next snn's ray 

Soon melted away 
Ey'ry trace on the path where the false lord came ; 

But there's a light above 

Wliich alone can remove 
That stMn upon the snow of fair Eveleen s fame. 



LISTEN. 

SunniL Lovxa.] lUtuie hj S. LoviB. 

How sweet 'tis to listen when some one may tell 
Of the friend that we love and remember so well. 
While, 'midst the soft pleasure, we wonder if thus 
The friend so beloved ever thinks upon us ; 
While the eye with the dew of affection may glisten, 
Sow sweet to the praise of the loved one to listen ! 

Sweet, sweet 'tis to listen ! 

^ow sweet 'tis to listen when soft music floats 
'er the calm lake below, in some favourite notes, 
hose intervals sweet waken slumbering thought^ 
id we listen—altho' not quite sure that we ought ; 
hUe the soul-melting moonlight o'er calm virata.t& 
glisten, 
V aweet, but how &tal \t rft«s Ao^ V>\>&\«c^\ ^, ^ 



74 THE KEW STiSBiED SOSO BOOK. 

How swMt 'Ht to UstcB, with t«o wiUing aar, 
To wordH tint w* viab fbr, jet trembla to hear. 
To wbioh 'No' w<rttld b« aru«l, uid 'Yea ' wo 

WMk, 

And an answer ia not on the lip, bat the cheeli 
While in eloqneiit paiuBa.tha ejea brightly glist 
Take oare iv bat you lay, aiid take oare haw you 



THE ENCHAKTED LAKE. 

J. B. Ourunu.] [Kmw bjt.S.t 

r"nM» ia Id the «wt of briud > lake ealled li 
oliuited Lake^' whine deplki.are tks uppond h:!';'' 
tho 'good people.' In ttilt Uu nanj y«iB( men 
Tarioui timce been dnwneiL and what made tke oirciu 
more iDmarfcable ma that uudr bodiea wen nerer toar 
" People at length wondered at thie, and at laat it v 
pOEBdthat the yoniig men were not dronaed atallj 
thej i*ere taken*!); tEe lUriea and kept Ibere for iseetl 
nl anj rale it wee beliered thejr wen enrtowei withpi 
yontb, and (he place atdll bean the name of Uie En 
Lake."— /ri»k L^tiuU. 

Oe I linger not tiy that gloomy ahore. 
The tceuurea beneath it come biLck no inoi^ 
I know the beloved of thy heart ia there. 
That be Biuik in the wave, but whv despair t 
Tliey do not die who have Bunk below, 
'Tia but to the fairy- realm they go. 
Then, Norah dear, for thy lover's sake, 
Mourn not, he dwells in the fiiiry-lake. 



But under that wave, as the old wives say. 
Is thel md of foath, where'a no decay ; 
TAcD, Narab, think that hia yomig bright fbr 
Siiall never decay 'mid time aud storm, 
^nd moom no mora for hw own dear wks, 
So direlh Iwlow— in the fa\rj.\>ke. 
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EIVALEY m LOVE. 

VTiLLiAX Walsh.] [JThmc by Dr. Boxci. 

Of all the tonnenta, all the cares, 

With which our lives are curst ; 
Of all the plagues a lover bears, 

Sure rivals are the worst ! 
By partners of each other kind^ 

AfBictioDS easier grow ; 
In love alone we hate to find 

Companions of our woe. 

Sylvia^ for all the pangs you see 

Are labouring in my breast, 
I beg not you would favour me, 

Would you but slight tliu rest. 
How great see'er your rigours are, 

Witih them alone I'll cope : 
I can endure my own des^iair, 

But not another's hope. 



BAEBAEA ALLEN. 

fOld English dittj.] 
Ik fiearlet«town, where I was bom, 

There was a hXr maid dweliin", 
Made ev*py yoath cry " well-a-way,** 

Her name was Barb'ra Alleuw 
AH in the merry month of May, 

When green buds they were swellin*, 
Young. Jemmy Grove on his deatii-bed lay, 

Fur love of Barb^'a Allen. 
Xhen' slowly, slowly she came \]a^y 
Aad slowly she came m^Vi \i^iix« 
And all she said, when iViere «^ Qax&&« 
" Y'oung man, I tKmk ^e'l:^ d^^ac^L•* 



i 



When he was dead and laid in grave, 

Ber heart yiM struck witb sorrovr ; 
" motlier, mother, pity me, 

For I shall die to-morrow." 
Sha OD her death-bed as she lay, 

"Btg^d to be bnried by bim. 
And Bore repented of the day 

That she did e'er dear him. 
"Parevell," raid she, ye virgfinB all 

And BhuD the bulb I fell in ; 
Henceforth take warning by the &U 

Of cruel Barb'ra Allen." 



LOTE'8 BITOENELLA. 

J. R. Flihobi.] [Uiuis b] 

GkhTLI ZitcDs, whither away ) 
Lovg'b rilomella, list wliile I play. 
No, I hare liDf(ered too long on the roat 
Night is advandng, the hrigand's abrou 
Lovely Zitelld ha^ too much to fear. 
Love's ntoniella she may not hear. 

Charming Zitelln, why shouldsttbonear 
Night ii not darker than thy raven h«r 
And those atarry eyeu, if the brigand sh( 
Thou art Ibe robber, the captive is he. 
G«ntle Zitella, banish tby fear. 
Love's ritornella tarry and hear. 

Simple Zitella, heware, oh, beware I 
List ye no ditty, grant ye no prayer ; 
7b iby light footatepe let terror add will| 
'Tia JUosssroni himself vtho urm vat^ 
GenUe Zitella, banish thj few, 
Iiova'a ritomells tarry and hewc. 
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THE ALBION. 

[Okablxb DiBDnr, the jonnger.] 
Thb Albion is a noble ship, 

Her colours are true blue^ 
Her hull is royal heart of oak. 

And heart of oak her crew; 
Her rigging's tight for every tack, 

Her plank without astarter, 
The gallant union is her jack, 

Her sheathing Magna Charta. 

How gallantly she bears her port, 

The ocean's pride and dread ; 
The envied cap of liberty 

Adorns her glorious head : 
Her pride is commerce to increase, 

In war she is no starter ; 
But may she anchor long in peace. 

Secured by Magna Charta ! 



MY OLD MATE JACK. 

Ai.loaD.] lAir--" My old friend John."] 

Tis many years, my old mate Jack, 

Since you and I set sail ; 
On board the trim built seventy-four, 

We've weathered the stormy gale. 
We've served our country, king and queen, 

With hearts light as a feather ; 
And yet it seems not long ago. 

Since we were tars together. 

CHOBUS. 

Since we were tars, jolly Jack tars. 

Since we were tars togeOicx \ 
And yet it seems not long ago, 
Sinoe we were tara togelW. 
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We did our dntj, old mate Jack, 

When we k«d bdUi aar t^ ; 
Bat son wa ue reduced to one. 

Except our wnaden. pagK. 
And ;etwa both can atiimpi obonf^ 

Id spUo cf wLnil ar^wcallier ; 
Am jovial aa we did, mote JbcIi, 

AVben we were tus together. 

When we wme tai%..fto. 
If called npon again, m&ta Jjuiti, 

True coaiBge we wiUabow ; 
We'll do our beet to cut thern down, 

The hoMile daring fbe. 
For tba' we-'re growiDg agsd^. Jaot, 

We've stout hearts Congli.iB leather ; 
And rend; u in da;B of yore, 

Witen we ww^twa together. 

Wfaen we were tars, &o. 



THE SEA-SAND GRAVE. 

O. BAnoui.] ZXuiw bj E. P. A 

Eb Bleeps beoaath the odwd shore, 

But who can telt hia grare t 
No marbla monument is o'er ; 

His dirge the foaming wave ; 
Nought but the sea-bird'a piercing cry. 

The augrj billows' roar. 
Is heard Hroond hia deatiuy, 

Or eouoded on the shore. 
Ye crested billowa, gently roll ; 

Uc liea eatomb'd lumeatb; 
Te made bis lonel; sepulchre. 

And form'd bia bed, sweet heath t 
Sboalii e'er a friend come nigh bis tomli, 

Tbo' all aroaud be dreat. 
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THE FLAG OF OLD ENGLAND. 

V.Waar.] [ Jfiwio by W. Wiw. 

Tbb flag of old England is waying, 

Onoe more o'er the wide rolling sea. 
Stem b^ stem with braye France, our bold 
neighbour, 

Unite^ we can thrash any three. 
We spin no yams nor palaver, 

But go steady on to our work, 
And can fight, though for peace we had rather, 

And in friendship meet Bussian and Turk* 

But if neither will listen to reason, 

And will argufy, wrangle, and brawl, 
On the great Bear we'll soon put a muzzle. 

And make him his colours down haul. 
If our Lion should roar, how he'd tremble^ 

Or the Eagle of France flap her wing ; 
Side by side we will stand till we conquer, 

WhUe the war-cry and tocsin will ring. 

Long, long may our nations e'er flourish. 

In concord, in peace eyer be ; 
May their power remain undiminished, 

The rulers by land and by sea. 
While the bright star of peace sheds her blessing. 

On the ploughshare and clustering vine^ 
No discord or anarchy 'II sever. 

The hands and the hearts thAt combine. 



THE BALTIC. 

SABLSS JBVFSST8.] IMutU by 0. W. G&OTBB. 

To the Baltic's broad billowa we ^o, \^1V 

To pull crafty Old Nicbo\aa do^u \ 
-Aflrf e/ie braver and stronger t\ie ioe, V^l** 
Wbjr the greater will be o\a xeiwywii* 



i 



We iuure gilluit old Cbuley to ie*d u. 
To tin inaU of true wilorB he'a dou- ; 



X>o ^on tkink m AM btbt forget, boftr 

Hon the Queen came to bid os^gaMtJqts, 
And she knew h; the abouta thrt-Hlw nwti b 

Ey'ry man ther» would oonqntF'OI'dia. 
Wh; tbere un'li a prsaft'd mui Moong -lU, 

Sa 01(1 EoKUsd hM Dotbing to fiir ; 
For ourmaxim it "don'tgo to wmaig ni," 

And we'U fight to the death with Napier. 

Let 'em •■.; n^ Yon Bh«U nne,. but '^ill j 
And wbenwer Old Boglud'i > Em, 

There ue Jolly Jick-tara by the UioaaMd 
Etit naidy:aBd villiiig to g& 

And the hMTt and the Mm nill lu d 



Aa you'll hear from old Charley Kapiei 



CONSTAMCr REWAaDED. 

LCuuna I>inn.] 
ElEAK was themain when WiBlBm left hb Ni 

The fleecy anow frown'd on the whiten"a alu 
Cold as the bars that ohHl'd bar imrj'^iaej. 

When she her sailor from her bosom tore. 
To bis fill'd heart, a little Nancy pressing, 

\fhilBt a yoDng tar the ampin luiuerB eyed, 
lu Deed of firmness, in thia Ktote distresrang, 

WiJ) oheok'd the niag sigh, and fondly ori* 
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omt^blsw the wind, when, leaning on that willow, 
Where the dear name of William printed stood, 
tamj^'Am^MHr «[mq a faithless bilMw, 
A uiip dash'd 'gainst a rock that toppM the flood. 
ftrteadMr heavt, with fraatic sorrow tarilUng, 
Wild as the storm that howPd along the sh^we ; 
\o Wager eonld rtsist a stroke so killing, 
Tis he, she cried, nor shall I see him moie t 
fhf did ha ever trust the fickle ocean ? 
Sorrow's now my portion, and misery and pain ; 
raik, bieibk, poor heart, for now wcpart, 
Kever, no never to meet agun ! 

ild waa the eve, all nature was smiling 

Four tedious years had Nancy passed in grief; 

'hilat with her children the sad hours beguiling, 

She saw her William fly to' her relief; 

ink in hia auna ! with bliss she quickly found him, 

Soon she retumM to life, to love, and joy ; 

liilat his grown young ones anxiously surround him, 

And now Will clasps his girl, and now his boy. 

id not I say. thd* it was a fickle ocean, 

Sorrow's aU a notion, grief all in vain ? 

jioj, how «weet ! for now we meet,. 

Never, no never, to part again. 



FOE ENGLAND AND THE QUEEN. 

IMuiie by T. Williams.] 
7B gallant ship has righted, spread her canvas to the 

>r right astern fair broaaas blow, and loose the 

flowing sail ; 
'e*ve got a trusty helmsman, a'pilot stanch and true, 
ad hearts of Bsitisb oak, my bog^, axe eli BtVteAi\\\aI ^& 

crewi 
rzz» I huzza I &r old BrifcaanWa ««w, nsj "Wj^* 
hazza! baatmt 
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Long live our noble admiral, who taught the for 

foe 
The inborn might of heart and hand that strike 

British blow ; 
For now who'll dare in east or west to raise a ho 

hand 
Against the Prince of Heroes, or against his pal 

band ! 

Huzza, huzza, & 

Then hoist the royal standard, upraise the Union J 
Strike, strike the traitor^s bunting, the pirate's ra 

black! 
And let the true blue pennon on her mainmast 1 

be seen. 
And give three hearty cheers, my boys, for Eogl 

and the Queen ! 

Huzza, huzza, k' 

Again we*ll rule the waters as we ruled them one 

yore, 
Again we'll bear the ancient flag, that old Britai 

bore; 
She's bravely mann*d at every point, with men 1 

know not fear, 
Then give three hearty British cheers for Adm 

Napier. 

Huzza, huzza, tn 



HOW HAPPY COULD I BE WITH 

EITHEE. 

[JoHV Gat.] 
How happy oouHd 1 V>q mV!^ «nL\&»sc. 
Were t other dear cYiwcmwc vwk^ 
But while you iViua teaaem^Xa^^v 
To aeither one word wa "i- «kJ* 
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THE SAILOE'S LADY. 

UK OumnvfiHAX.] [^ir^^Sootofa. 

Come; busk you gallanUie, 

Boak and make you ready. 
Maiden, buBk and come, 

And be a sailor's lady. 
The foamy ocean's ours, 

From Hebride to Havannah, 
And ihou sbalt be my queen, 

And reign upon it, Anna. 

See my bonnie ship, 

So stately and so steady ; 
Thou shalt be my queen, 

And the main be my lady : 
The west wind in her wingB, 

The deep sea all in motion, 
Away she glorious goes 

And crowns me king of ocean* 

The merry lads are mine. 

From Thames, and Tweed, and Shannon ; 
The Bourbon flowers grow pale 

When I hang out my pennon ; 
I'll win thee gold and gems 

With pike and cutlass clashing, 
With all my broad sails set 

And all my cannon flashing. 

Come with me and see 

The golden islands glowing, 
Come with me and hear 

The flocks of India lowing ; 
Thy fire shall be of spice, 

The dews of eve drop mMixA^ 
Tby chamber floor of go\d, 
And men adore thee) Asnii* 



l! ' 
I 
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THE NIGiHT STOEM Aff SEA. 

.] GVlMMbj 

'Tib a dreaiything to be 

Tossing 00 ■ the widei wide- 

When the sun hae set in oloiid% 

And the wind ngiiR tfarongh- thetshrottdsi 

With ft yoice and with a- toae. 

Like a fiiviiiff'eraatiire'« moan t 



Look ! how wildly swells the surge 
Bound the black horizon's verge ! 
See the giant billows' rise 
I From the boean to liie lAciesI 

While the sea-binl wiiec^ bb flight 
O'er thev streaming crests of whito. 

I 

I 

List ! the wind is wakening.fastl 
All the sky is overcast ! 
Lurid vapours, hurrying, trail 
In the pathway of the gale, 
As it strikes 118 with a shock 
That mi£^ rend the deep-set rock t 



Falls the strain'd and^ shivered mast I 
Spars are seatter'd by the blast*, t 
And' the sails are split asunder, 
As a dood is rent by thunder ; 
And the struggling vessel shakes, 
As the wild sea o'er her breaks. 

Ah ! what sudden Hghti i» this, 
Blazing o'er the darkabyar? 
Lo 1 the full moon ream lierfanA 
'Mid the chmd-rifts of te fitorm^ 
And athwart tlie trouVAe^ aior 
Shines, lUDBliopeiipoiL>dMipak\ 
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Every leaping billow gleams 
Wiib tbe tai£re of her beamt, 
And lifti high its fiery plume 
Throcq^'themidDigfat's partloff gloom ; 
WhBe tti aostter'd fUkee of gold 
Cer the sfailcing deck are r(dl*d« 

Father I lev on- beaded kaee, 
Hnoibled^ iwe ak , ipe torn to thee 1 
Spare ub, *mid the fearful fight 
Ck the ragiiig winds to- night I 
Gaide us o*er tbe threatening wavse : 
SUVA. OS 1 ThoQ alone canst save i 



[ 1 HAD WB SOME BBIGHT LITTLE 
ISLE OF OUE OWN. 

[OOBS.] [^lr-« Sheela Na Goira." 

1 had we some bright little isle of our own, 

I blue summer •ocean j fiir aS and alone ; 

.ere a leaf never dies in the stiU-blooming bow'rs, 

i the bee banquets on thro* a whole year of flow'rs ; 

Where the sun loves to pause 
With so fond a delay. 

That tbe night only draws 
A ibin veil' d*er the day ; 
lere simply te ieel that we breathe^ that we live» 
vorth the best, joy that life elsewhere can^glve. 

ire, wltii Bonis ever ardent and pm^ as lAre clime 
) should love as they lovM in the first golden time; 
I slow ef tbe amubine, tbe balm ef tbe air, 
»ud steal to e«r heso^ and make all summer there 1 
With sflbetloD' as free 

From dediiw as the-bowem-; 
And with liope, Kke the bee, 
IMa^ ai ways on #o wen, 
'/tit^ sfieaM rasemble-a long^dvf qI\^|^A) 
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XJP. QUIT THY BOWEB. 

TJt I quit thj bower, late wean the hoiiT ; 
Long bxvB t£e rooks caw'd round Uij tower 
On flower ud tree loud hume tbe hie, 
The wilding lud sports merrily ; 
A day so OTight^ so fresh, so dear, 
ShineUi when good lintuDe's near. 

Up t My f*ir, and bnUd thy bur. 

And rouse thee in the breezy air ; 

The lulling itrsam, that sooth'd thy drean^ 

Is daDciDg in the aumiy beani ; 

And hours so sweet, so bright, so gay, 

TTiU waft good fortune on its way. 



BOATMAN'S 80KG. 

[AnA BLionfiii,] 
SorrLT, oh, uMj the shadows are falling 

Over tbe stream as our bark glides along ; 
Sweetly, oh, iweetly the eohoss are calling, 

Around as, above us, repeating our song, 
" Daylight is eodioe, our labour is o'er ; 
Our homes and oar loved ansa we seek on tbe t 
Even and Strong be tba aweep of our oar I 
Our homes andonc loved ones we'Ufindouthes 

Srightly, oh, brightly, the idlver Btai« gleamiDj 

Lighten the wave as oar bark shoots along; 

Nearer, ob, nearer, the watohfires are beamiitg 

Raise we in dhorus our glad even-song 1 
"l?af}ight is ended, oar labour is o'er J 
Swimy, O, loveA ones I we low ta the shore I 
MveB and gtroag trma tbo sweep tA ooi oax, 
^JH/ /t^fa t sre our heftrtt M v« leaf ott *dii« Av 
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THE MATIN CALL. 

G. LnriAT.] [Iftttio bj G. Liklxt. 

Ah ! is it not the matin bell, dear mother, that I hear ? 
Tee^ hark, it sweetly soands again, now loader and 

more clear. 
Ope wide the window, for I love each soft and soothing 

tone. 
It minds me of a joyous time, alas ! for ever gone. 
I>rawi)ack the curtain, let me see the green and waving 

trees, 
My heart will be revived to share the sunshine and 

the breeze. 

I heard the sound of rustling leaves, and wild burds 

gaily sing ; 
I feel the breath of opening flow'rs a fragrance round 

me fling : 
But I must part from all I love, this pain will soon be 

past. 
Ob, kneel beside me, mother dear, and let me look my 

last! 
When next you hear the matin bell, this heart at peace 
• will be ; 
Then listen to its solemn chime, and breathe a pray'r 

for me. 



OH ! WHEN THE TIDE WAS OUT. 

T. Hatvss Batlt.] IMuric by Six H. B. Bishop. 

Oh 1 when the tide was out last night 

In yonder bay we roved. 
We gathered shells, and on the sand 

We wrote the names we loved ; 
And now we wander forth to &ti4 

No friendly records there •, 
The morniog tide effaced iVie woxda 
We wrote with so raucU caT«. 

1. 
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'Hb thai with all whose (tlory rsiU 

Upon tk*n&ds-ofeirtb; 
Id rain ia all the pomp of pride, 

Ai rain the eniUes of math ; 
P ie Be eedeei tide at iDtervaW 

Vnn nuh o'er all the Bceiie ; 
Twill pau — and not a recotd tbm 

TDT ten wbe ' ' 



II where Oiej bave been. 



OUB BAILOES AND OUE SHIPS. 

[Cuu CookO 
How daahiDffly io ann and light the frigate oakei ber 

waj; 
Her white iailg spreading full und bright beneath the 

gleaming niy I 
The gale may wake, but she will take whatever wind 

Fit car to bear the ocesngod upon hia tn^stal bame. 
She claavei the tide witb might and pride, like war- 

hoise freed from rein ; 
She treats tbe wave like abject elave— the empma of 

tbem^; 
All, all eb^l murk the gaUant bark, their hearta upon 

their lips ; 
And cry " Old England, who xtiall match tbj Bailors 

nndtl^Kblpaf' 

Stout forms, strong armi, and dauutltaa Bpirite direll 

upon the deck; 
Tnie to their cause in calm or storm, in battle cr in 

-^o /bs RjVyiaeeia coward hand, funt heart or qoailiuj" 

eye : 
^J'__oaIy Uaotr to t».\\at Btud. to^«fti«\«»ne Qi 
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The flag that carries round the world a Nelson's victor 

name 
Must never shield a dastard knave or strike in craven 

shame. 
Let triumph scan her blazing page, no record shall 

eclipse 
The gloiy of old England's Gross, her sailon and her 

ships. 

The tempest breath sweeps o'er the sea with howlings 

of despair, 
Death walks upon the waters, but the tar must face 

and bear : 
The bullets hiss, the broadside poan, 'mid' sulphur, 

blood, and smoke. 
And i»ove a British crew and craft alike are iiearts of 

oak. 
Oh ! ye who live 'mid fruit and flowenn-the peaoeful| 

safe, and free — 
Yield up a prayer for those who dare the perils of the 

sea. 
** God and our Bight T' those are the words e'er first 

upon our lips ; 
But next shall be^ ^'Old England's flag, our saiiora 

andour sh^l*' 



TELL ME NO MOEB. 

T. HAxmss Baylt.] [Iftmc by JoEir Bbasaic 

Tell me no more that hearts less warm, 

Feel not the sorrows felt by me ; 
Passing unmoved by sun and storm 

Over a tranquil sea : 
Mine be the heart which feeWn^ «^%?j^\ 

Tho' Jike the ocean's "VMie^ ioTtci — 
Ihtoquil and bright in 8tcMi*y ^«J^^ 
i^affled in hours of atotm. -. 
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Dark as a stream whose waters run 

Under the earth in hidden caves, 
Where the warm rays of summer's sun 

Never illumed the waves ; 
Such is the calm of those who rove^ 

Link*d to no being truly dear, 
"While not a cheering ray of love 

Brightens their cold career. 



TEE NAUTILUS. 

Pabk BBVJAMnr.] [Ifietio by H. Bvssiu. 

Thb NautUtu ever loves to glide 
Upon the crest of the radiant tide. 
When the sky is clear and the wave is brighl^ 
Look over the sea for a lovely sight ! 
You may watch, and watch for many a mile^ 
And never see AautUtu all the while, 
^nil, just as your patience is nearly lost, 
Lo 1 there is a bark in the sunlight tosE^d t 

"Sail, ho 1 and whither away so fast!" 
What a curious thing she has rigg'd for a mast 1 
''Ahoy! ahoy 1 don't you hear our hail?" 
How we breeze is swelling her gossamer sail t 
The good ship NavJtUus — ^yes, His she ! 
Sailing over the gold of the placid sea ; — 
And though she will never deign reply, 
I could teU her hull with the glance of an eye. 

Now, I wonder where NatUiltts can be bound ; 
Or does she always sail round and round. 
With the fairy queen and her court on board, 
And mariner-sprites, a glittering horde ? 
JDoea she roam and roam till the evening light 1 
A.Dd where doea she go in the deep midnight ? 
^o cmzy a veaael could hardly aaSi, 
Or wesLtker the blow of '* a &ne a\.\« t?^^^.^' 
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O, the self eame hand that holds the chain, 
Which the ocean binds to the rocky main — 
Which guards from the wreck when the tempest ravoa^ 
And the stoat ship reels on the surging waves — 
Directs the course of thy little bark, 
And in the light of the shadow dark, 
And near the shore, or far at sea, 
Makes safe a billowy path for thee I 



BOAT SONG* 

[0. p. HOVVXAV.] 

We court no gale with wooing sail. 

We fear no squall a-brewing ; 
Seas smooth or rough, skies fair or blufi^ 

Alike our course pursuing. 
For what to us are winds, when thus 

Our merry boat is flying, 
While bold and free, with jocund glee, 

Stout hearts her oars are plying I 

At twilight dun, when red the sun 

Far o'er the water flashes, 
With buoyant song, our bark along 

Her crimson pathway dashes. 
And when the night devours the lights 

And shadows thicken o*er us, 
The stars steal out, the skies about 

To dance to our bold chorus. 

Sometimes near shore we ease our oar. 

While beauty's sleep invading. 
To watch the beam through her casement gleaiD| 

As she wakes to our serenading ; 
Then with the tide we floating glide 

To music soft, receding. 
Or drain one cup, to her fiW ^ m"^ 
For whom those notes ax^ "^Va«k5&a^% . 
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Thus, on and od, tiJl the night is gone, 

And'the guuh dawn is breaking, 
While lantdwien sleeps we boatmen keep 

Hie soiQl ot frolic waking. 
And though ]cbaerles8 then our oraft look, when 

To her niooringB day hath brooght her, 
By the moon amain she is launched again 

To dance -a*er the merry water. 



SCENES THAT AEE BEIGHTEST. 

E. FiTZBALL.] IMutie by W. Y. WalULCB* 

SoENSS that are brightest 

May chaim awhi^ 
Heartathat are lightest^ 

Asd eyes that smile ; 
Yet o'er them aboreuSi 

Though natore beam. 
With none to lore us, 

How sad they seem 1 

Words cannot scatter 

The thoughts we fear. 
For though, they flatter. 

They mock ti^e ear ; 
Hopes Jtill deceit ua 

-With tearful oest. 
And when they leaye ug, 

Tbe heart is k>8t. 



I 



SLUMBEB, DEAREST, SWEETLY 
SLUMBEB. 

* W» H. OoDTsir.] [jr«tio by IireuB Bibtof. 

Slumbsb, dearest, sweetly slumber. 
Seat secure, no danger fear ; 
^o^ and blessings wiuioxit iraic&)«t 
Wait thy waking, Udy deax. 
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Vimons of a happy morrow, 
Dreams without a cloud of sorrow, 
Through the silent hours be thine. 
Best thee sweetly, lady mine. 

Gently o'er thy pillow blending, 

Stars their softest light disclose ; 
Moonlit rills, melodious blending. 

Woo thee, dearest, to repose. 
Yisions of a happy morrow, 
Dreams without a cloud of sorrow. 
Through the silent hours be thine. 
Best thee sweetly, lady mine. 

Placid slumber's chain hath bovnd thee 

With her rosy fetters light ; 
Thoughia of love are all aroiiDd th eo^'»- 

Guardian spirits of the sight 
Virions of a happy morrow, 
Droams without a cloud of sorrow, 
Through the lonely hours be thine. 
Paaoe be with thee^ lady mine. 



MFWS.ROBY HOUBS! 

A. Bcrirv.] {Mutie by M. W. Balis. 

'BSOIfATfTS. 

Thb rosy hours o£ this life are but £ew, 

For they die in titieir birUi e'en ; as showers 

Which the moi-niog's first dew 
Weeps on the earth as the sun displays 
His rising ray. 

AIB. 

Then siUy is the heart that grieveth, 
Over the pangs their absenoe leaveUi| 

Which there iano fpreventing ; 
When after all 'tift doobtfol sihstiwr 
Their pleasures, Uendedt tJkiio|gt(tec^ 

Ana even woirtihUueDSQlaii^« 



Then silly ia the heart th»t griaveth, 
OvtT the pMigB their absence leareth, 
Whidi (here U no prerentiDg, 
Which there is do preveating. 



ALOFT. 

JiltuCoiB.] [If Ufa hj Bfi 

Froii aloft the nulor looks sround. 
And hears helow the munnuiing; billons' so 
Far off from home ha counta aoDlher day. 
Wide o'er the seas the vessel bears anay t 

His oonrage wants do whei, 

But he springs the sails lo set, 
With heart as fresli as rising bceeie of Uay 

ADd caring Dought 

He turns his thoaght 
To his loTely Sue or his charming Bet. 

Now to heaven the lofty topmast soars, 
The stormy blast like dreadful thunder roan 
Now ocean's deepest gulfs appear tielow. 
The cariing surges fbun, ana down we go I 

When skies and seas are met 

Thej his courage serre to whet. 
With a heart as fresh as rising breeze of Ma 

Aad dieadlDg nought 

He turns his thought 
To his lovely Sue or his oharming Bet. 



THE FISHEB BOr JOLLILY LIV 

[SuuOaOi.1 
Mkkbilt oh I meriilj oh I 
The nets are spread oat ta the sud I 
Merrilj oh f the fisher boy lin^, 
Right glad Uutt hU laboat ia ioua. 
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Happy and gay with his boat in the bay, 

The storm and the danger forgot ; 
The wealthy and great may repine at their state, 
And envy the fisher boy's lot. 
Merrily oh ! merrily oh ! 

This is the burden he gives : 
" Cheerily oh 1 though Uie blast may blow, 
The fisher boy joUily lives !" 

nCerrily oh 1 merrily oh I 

He sleeps till the morning breaks ; 
Merrily oh ! at the seagull's soream 

The fisher boy quickly awakes : 
Down en the strand he is plying Us hand, 

HSa shouting is heard again ; 
The clouds are dark but he springs to his bark, 
With the same light-hearted strain. 
Merrily oix, Ilo. 



SAFELY FOLLOW HIM. 

D. TiBBT. J IMuaie by T. Coco. 

Follow him, nor fearful deem 

Danger lurks in gipsy guile ; 
Bude and lawless though we seem, 

Simple hearts we beur the while. 
Then, no robber fierce nor thief we fear. 

Who's roused by night in savage den ; 
Fearless, then, o'er mosses drear. 

Barren wilds, and lonesome glen. 

Safely follow him, safely follow hhut 

Safely, saf(^ follow kim. 

From rustic swains- the- paity biibe^ 

Petty spoil from oot or farm, 
Content the wandering gipsy tiibe, 

Who the traveller nercar Yk9um.« 

Then, iioibb\Mrr^«Ne>>^ft« 
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THE WOLF IS OUT. 

D. Tbbkt.] iMutie by T. OOOXI. 

Arv, brothers, arm I the wolf is out. 
The country's up and the bowmen shout I 
The shepherd leaves his fleecy care, 
The glorious sport of the day to share ; 
Night is fled, and the morn is grey — 
Arm, brothers, arm, to the chase away t 
Ann, brothers, arm, to the chase away I 

In yonder thicket, close and dark. 
Softly tread, and careful mark : 
'Tis there the wolf is wont to prowl— 
And, hark, I hear the sayage howl! 
Often, in the dead of night, 
When to sleep our toils invite, 
His horrid yell fond mothers hear. 
And closer press their infants dear. 

Hence to the field, and the savage soon 
Shall cease to bay the cloudless moon ; 
No more to range our fields for food. 
Or welter in the traveller's blood. 

No more to range, &c. 



THE YEOMEN OF ENGLAND. 

C. jBFnaTS.] [iCtr— Old Englialu 

In England, when the curfew bell 

Proclaim*d the Norman sway. 
Oh, then it rang the parting knell 
Of freedom pass'd away. 
For the yeoman then, 
"With his trusty men, 
Ofk ploughed the battle-plain ; 
Ajid his flocks were kept 
Where the warrior slepti — 
May we ne'er see the like agiKOiV 
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Those iron days are past and gone ; 

Then came the sunny days, 

When all the royal favour shone 

On good old English ways. 

Then the days were blest, 
For the land had rest, 
Nor labour toil'd in vain : 

Both in cot and hall. 

They were merry all — 
May we soon see the like again ! 

Then hope the farmer*s cares beguiled. 

His flocks were on the hill, 
His crops around the valley smiled, 
And merry went the mill. 

Then the peasant sang, 

Till the echoes rang, 
As he reaped the golden grain ; 

For a feast to come 

Was the harvest-home — 
May we soon see the like agtun ! 

May peace be still the yeoman's lot. 

His gamers well be stored ; 
May peace be in the peasant's cot, 

And plenty crown his board. 
May England flourish great and free, 
Her commerce long maintain ; 
And the good old ways 
Of the bygone days, 
May we soon see the like again I 



OUE BONNY ENGLISH KOSE. 

smsTs.] [Kiwio by 8. Niuov 

Old England's emblem is the rose: 

There is no other flower 
Hath half the gracea XViaX «AAXtL 

This beauty ol ibo W«i«t \ 
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And England's dftughiera are as fair 

As any bud that blows : 
What son of hers who has not lov'd 

Soma boeny "Bngtish Bose t 

Who hath not heavd of one sweet flower. 

The first -among the fair. 
For whose welfare a Biitudi heart 

Hath breath'd a fervent prayer? 
Ohy nay it never be her lot 

To lose that sweet repose^ 
That peace of mind, which blosioa now 

The bonny English Bose ! 

If any bold enough there be 

To war 'gainst England's isle. 
They soon shall find, for British hearte^ 

What charms hath woman's smile t 
Thus nerv'dy the thunder of their arms 

Would teach aspiring foes 
How vain the power that defies 

The bonny English Bose 1 

Now heaven decrees her to the throne ; 

Twill be the nation's prayer 
That in each joy she hatii not known. 

Her heart may ever share; 
That health may long light up her brow,. 

And, as time onward flows, 
It still may be our pride to sing, 

<*The bonny English Bose i" 

Beneath her sway may every land. 

Where she dominion holds^ 
Be happy as the glorious isle 

Where- freedom's flag unfolds ; 
From sea to riiore, from shore tcsea^ 

The song of gladness flows : 
And ob, may heaven for ev«r blAM 
The bonny English BmmV 
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WB MAY EOAM THEO' THIS WOELD. 

T. Moou.] [4i>— *• Oanyowen.'* 

W> may roam thro' this world, like a child at a feast, 

"Who but sips of a sweet, and then flies to the rest ; 
And, when pleasure begins to grow dull in the east, 

We may order our wings, and be off to the west ; 
But if heiuis that feel, and ^es that smile. 

Are the dearest gifts that heaven supplies. 
We need never leare our native isle. 

For sensitiTe hearts, and for snn-briffht eyes. 
Then remember, w h ererer your goblet u orown'd, 

Tbro' this world, whether eastward or westward you 
roam, 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round. 

Oh t remember the smile that adorns her at home. 

In England, the garden of beauty is kept 

By a dragon of prudery, placed within call ; 
But so oft this unamiable dragon has slept, 

That the garden's but carelessly watch d after alL 
Oh ! they want the wild sweetbriary fence 

Which round the flower of Erin dwells ; 
Which warms the touch, while winning the sense, 

Nor charms us least when it most repels. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crowned. 

Thro* this world, whether eastward or westward you 
roam, 
When a cap to the smile of dear woman goes round. 

Oh 1 remember the smile that adorns her at home. 

In France, when the heart of a woman sets sail 

On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try. 
Love seldom goes £Eur in a vessel so frail, 

But just pilots her ofl^ and then bids her good-bye^ 
While the daughters of Erin keep the boy, 

Ever smiling beside his faithful oar. 
Through billows of woe and Vmmia ol ys|> 

Ibe same as he k>ok*d 'w^Mii\A\^\Sub^^QsaR^ 



i 



AFTEE THE BATTLE. 

T. »oOEi.] r'^&^"Tb]iGiirbo«m 

NlQ&T clos'd around the conqoeror's way, 

Aod lightniDgi ibow'd the diatimt bill, 
"Wliera thosa who loat tbst dreadful day 

Stood fev and tiaai, but fearless alill ! 
The soldier's hope, the patriot's zeal, 

For ever ditnm'd, for eva crost — 
Oh ! Trbo shall m; what heroes fed, 

When Hit but life and hoDoor's lost! 

The last sad hour of freedoni's dream. 

And valour's task, moy'd slowly by, 
While mute they watoh'd, tiU morning's beam 

Should rise and give them light lu die. 
There's jet a norid where bouLb are free, 

Wliere tyiants tidut not nature's bliss ; 
If death that world's bright opening be. 

Oh ! who would live a slave ia thisi 



A SPELL IS HANGING O'ER ME. 

t. B. CuiiimB.1 [.lir— lUUu. 

A aEELL is hauging o'er me, 
A fate leemR on me now ; 
Joys fleet away before me. 

Some curse hongs on my brow. 
The path is datk and dreary 

That my itepB must wander o'er, 
lake a piwrim faint and weary, 
Tl>»W«lk,« -■ " ■ 



i, nnfttendlj Aran. 
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But thy form is ever near me. 

Though I wander far away ; 
Like a star of hope to cheer me 

With its sofb and glad'ning ray. 
And when my spirit ponders 

On each passing scene of pain, 
That light around me wanders. 

And cahus my soul again. 



HEEE'S A HEALTH TO THEE, TOM 

MOOEE. 

[LoBD Btbov.] 
Mt boat is on the shore, 

And my bark is on the sea ; 
But ere I go, Tom Moore, 

Here's a double health to thee t 

Here's a sigh for those I love, 
And a smile for those I hate ; 

And, whatever sky's above. 
Here's a heart for any fate. 

Though the ocean roars around me. 

It still shall bear roe on ; 
Though a desert should surround me. 

It hath springs that may be won. 

Were it the last drop in the well. 

As I gasp'd upon the brink. 
Ere my fainting spirits fell, 

'Tis to thee that I would drink I 

In that water, as this wine, 
The libation I would pour 
Should be " Peace to iVioe viAVSk&n!^^ 
And a health to tVioe, Toml&Mx^V 
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THE WAVIKG GBEBNWOOD T 

a. LnrLIT.] CV uts b 

Now by tha vanog gresBvood trM 

We merry, merry wsiriort roun J 
GftreleM and joiul, vrer free, 

We hail ooriutiTe borne I 
We roam beoeatii fair QjDthia'fl ligh^ 

Or, hiding in the ih&de. 
Telling Boft tales af trae delight 

To some lorel; woodluid maid. 

Now by the -waTiog, Ao. 

Now by the waring graenwood tree 

Wo merry, meny wairiora roam ; 
Careleaa and jorial, ever free. 

We hail our native home I 
We quaff not, wa qD»ff not the rad, lad ttili^ 

But OUT mit-browD ale ia good ; 
For the eoog ood the donoe of the great we ne 

While the rough winds are our chorigtora ru 

WHEN FOECED FEQM DEAB H 
TO GO. 

ShustoVS.] [KulabyD 

When fmved from dear Hebe to go, 

AVhat anguish I felt at my heart 1 
And I thought, bat it migbt not be ao. 

She waa lorry to see mc depart; 
She oait eaob a languiihing yiew, 

My path I could soareely diacem. 
So sweetly she bade me adieu, 

I thought that she bade me retom. 
I thought (be might like to mtira 

To th« j[tove I had laboar'd to r«« ; 
jFW wJiatsver I h«ard bn adwie, 
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Her voice sach a pleasure conveys, 

So mach I her accents adore, 
"Let her speak, and whatever she says, 

I'm sure still to love her the more. 

And now ere I haste to the plain, 

Come, shepherds, and talk of her ways : 
I could lay down my life for the swain 

That would sing me a song in her praise ; 
While he sings may the maids of the town 

Come flocking and listen awhile ; 
Nor on him let Hebe once frown, — 

But I cannot allow her to smile. 

To see, when my charmer goes by, 

Some hermit peep out of bis cell : 
How he thinks of his youth with a sigh, 

How fondly he wishes her well ! 
On him she may smile if she please, 

'Twill warm the cold bosom of age ; 
But cease, gentle Hebe, oh ! cease,-* 

Such softness will ruin the sage. 

Fve stole from no flow' rets that grow 

To paint the dear charms 1 approve^ 
For what can a blossom bestow. 

So sweet, so delightful, as love ? 
I sing in a rustical way, 

A shepherd and one of the throng ; 
Yet, Hebe approves of my lay ; 

Gro poets, and envy my song. 



JOE OF THE BELL. 

Abound the face of blue-eyed Sue 

Did auburn ringlets curl ; 
Her cortd lips seemed d\pp^i\Va. ^"W^ \ 

Her teeth two rows o^ ^^eaxX. 
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Joe of the Bell, whose wine they said 
Was new in cask as he in txade^ 

Espouaed thia aonpareiL 
^ You keep the bar/' saya Joe, '' my dear 
Bat be obliging, Sue, d'ye hear. 
And pttrre 4a all who love good cheer 

They're weloome to ihe>BeU." 

A London rider chanced to rikp 

Behind the bar to dine. 
And found sweet Susan's yudding lip 

Much mellower than her wine. 
As Joe atept in, he stampt» and swore 

He'd dust his jacket well ; 
" Hey-day 1" says Sue, ** what's this, I ti 
You bade me be obliging, Joe 1 — 
I'm only proving to the beau 

He's welcome to the Bell.'' 



i 



I'LL FOLLOW THEE. 

J. E, Oaspbhtib.] [Mutie by Hbvbt Fa 

I'LL foUow tibee, V\\ follow thee, . 

WtMrever fehoa mayst go, 
To the land of .bunung sttnahine 

Chr the realm of winter snow ; 
For the world is not as* boandkas 

Ab a woman's heart can be^ 
So, wherever tiiou mayst wandff', 

I win £oUow» follow thee ! 

I'll follow thee, I'll follow thee. 
Whatever thou may'st prize. 
Of fame or grandeur to be won 

Beneath the alien skies ; 
For the world owns no such treasure 

Aa a faithful heart can. be, 
Tlien, wherever thou, may at '««Ader> 
I will follow, follow UieQ\ 
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I'll follow thee, I'll follow thee, 

Whatever thou mayst bear, 
"For there cannot be a danger 

That a true heart would not share ; 
Then whate'er of joy or sorrow 

In thy future lot may be — 
liore shall haunt you like your shadow, 

For rU follow, follow thee t 



THE SAILOE'S GBA.VE. 

OUB bark was out — far, far from land, 
When the fairest of our galUknt band 
Grew sadly pale, and waned away 
like the twUight of au autumn day. 
We watched him through long^ kours of pain ; 
But our cares were lost, our hopes were vain, 
Death brought for him no cowiuxl alarm ; 
For he smiled as he died on a messmate's arm. 

He had no costly winding-sheet, 

But we placed a round shot at his feet ; 

And he slept in his hammock as safe and sound 

Ab a king in his lawn shroud, marble-bound. 

We proudly dedc'd his funeral vest 

With the ^aglish flag about his breast ; 

We gave him that as the badge of the bravoy 

And then be was fit for his suk>r*s grave. 

Our vmoes broke-Hmr hearts turned weak— > 
Hot tears were seen on the brownest cheek — 
And a quiver play'd on the Upt of pride, 
As we lowered him down the shlp^s dark side. 
A plunge — a splasli — and our task was o'er ; 
The bUlows roU'd as they roU'd be&w \ 
Bat many a rude prayer Wilov«^V2&&'«m^ 
31ia£ oiosed Above tiie aa^fav^'^^* 
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O, EUDDIEE THAN THE CHE 

[Karia br G. F. H.aoIL.] 
BEC1TA1OTE. 
I lua> ! I melt 1 1 bum '. 
The ftobU god bw itabb'd mu to the bei 
Tbou Inut; piDC^ prop of niy godlike st 
I lay thee bv. 
Bring ma & hmidred reedfl, of detent gron 
To make s pipe for my capacious mouth ; 
In soft, enoIuntiDg acceats let me breathe 
Sn'eet QaUtea's Iwauty, and my love. 
An. 
0, roddier than the cherry 1 
0, sweeter than the berry I 
O nymph, more bright than moonBhine 
Like kidlinp blithe and merry. 
Bipe aa the oielting cluirter, 
Ko lity haa sucb lustre, 
Yet hard to tame as raging flame. 
And fierce as etonas that bluster. 



VOICE OF MUSIC. 

Hoi. ill's. NoitDK.1 [HuJo bj HOK. Ul 

Voice of muaio sveetly falling. 

Oh, hon deep and true thy tpeli '. 
Songe of welcome, aonga oF triumph, 

Tender lays uf fond fHrevell. 
Manhood loves th} martial measore. 

Age voiiM fain thy notes prolong. 
And the child's first sense of pleasnre 

Is the mother's cradle song. 
Soldiera worn and weak and weary, 

Afarching on a forognfoa. 
£iilea faint and loon ad iiKan> 
Bending 'neatb a weig^A <A «<**. 
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Would ye rouse those hearts desponding? 

Touch the harp with friendly hand ; 
Sound the airs they knew in boyhood, 

Music of their native land. 

At the rich man's dazzling banquet. 

Id the poor man's cottage dim. 
In the church whose solemn stillness^ 

Echoes back the chanted hymn. 
When the blind with sweet notes waken. 

One joy in their life of pain, 
And in heaven mid quires of angels, 

Yoice of music sound again. 



FILL THE BUMPER FAIR. 

'. HoOBB.] lAir-^*' Bob and Joao. 

Fill the bumper fair ! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
0*er the brow of care, 

Smooths away a wrinkle. 
Wit's electric flame 

Ne'er so swiftly passes, 
As when through the frame 

It shoots from brimming glasses. 
Fill the bumper fjur ! 
* Every drop we sprinkle 
O'er the brow of care, 

Smooths away a wrinkle. 

Sages can, they say, 

Grasp the lightning's pinions^ 
And bring down its ray 

From the starr'd dominions ; 
So we, sages, sit. 

And, 'mid bumpers bright'nio^^ 
From the heav'n of w\t 

Drdwn down all its Wghtum^ \ 

Fill the bumi^et ia^i \ Uc. 



Wmildst thon know wlutt flnt 

U*de our rooIb inhsrit 
Tliii eanobliDg thinit 

For inne'i cdeatial spirit t 
It ohuoed mtoD that day 

Wben, ai barda inform tu,. 
FroiiMthBUB stole awaj 

Hie liTing firea that warm tu. 

fiU the bnmper.faii I As 

The carries! yontli, niien up 

To glorj^a fonnt Mpjouft 
Took nor um oor cup 

To bide the pilfer'd lire in :— 
But oh 1 his joT, when ronnd 

^e halli ofbeaTen epyitig, 
Amongit tlie stara he found 

A bovl of Baaidiua lyieg. 

Fill the bomper fair t &□ 

Some drape were in the bowl, 

Berouni of laat night's ploEunre^ 
'With which the iparka of tool 

Mii'd th^ banting treuure I 
Hence the aoUet'i sbower 

Hath aaui spelb to win db, 
Hence its mighty power 

O'er that flame within os. 

Fill the bnmper Mt 1 to 



HOW LIITLE DO THE lANDSI 
KMOW. 

-Bow little do the landsmen know 
Of wh.it we awloTB teel, 
TVheD wATea do mount, Kud w\ti^ ^*>^ 
Sot n-«haveheaTt8otBl«e\-. 
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No danger can affright us ; 

Ko enemy shall flout ; 
We^it make our foes to right us, 

So ^009 the cflcn about. 

Stick to our orders, messmates ; 

We*U plunder, bum, and sink ! 
Then let them bring their firit4r»t«i 

For Britons never shrink : 
WeHl rummage all we fancy, 

Will bring them in or sink, 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 

Shail revel in the chmk. 

While here at Deal we*re lying, 

With our noble commodore, 
We'll spend our wages freely, boysy 

And then to sea for more. 
In peace we*ll drink and sing boyiy 

In war we'll never fly, 
But, whatever fate may bring, boys. 

We'll nobly do or die ! 



^S FOETUNE'S BILLOWS HBAV'D. 

As fortune's billows heav'd -me. 
When shlpwreok'd, on this diors ^ 

A litfcle bark receiyed me> 
Without a mast or oar. 

At random's mercy Iving, 

Hope, love, and life my freight; 

While ev'ry effort trying 
To baffle with my fate. 

This store so dearly cherish'd, 
One single breaker ctobb' 6l •. 
I sunk I my cargo peTiaWd, — 
Hope, love, and life were \q^ 
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COME, BEST IN THIS BOSO 

T. Mooii.] iAir~" Longh 

CouB, reat in tlus bosom, m; awn itrickeii t 
Thoagh the herd have fled from thee, thy hoi 



Thou haat call'd ma thv uigel, in momeDts o 
Still thy angel I'll be, mid the horrors of thii 
Throng the funiaoe, unBhrioking thy eteps t 
And shkld thee, uid bbts thee, or perish the 



■WHO CAEESP 

[CauLU SiBDDr.l 
Ip lubberly landsmen, to gratitude strangers 

SUU oarsa their umbrtanate stars, 
Why what vould thejsay did they Uybatth 

EDooDDter'd by tnie-h«uted tara t 
If life's vesiel they put 'fore t^e wind, or 

Or whether bound here or there. 
Give 'em ssa-roam, good fellowahip, grog, and 
Well then, d— roe, if Jack cares where. 

Then yonr atupld old quiduuocs, to hear 'em i 
Tie deFJJ can't teli you what for, 
Though tbej don't know », gun Eiom i. tnacl 

■Aboat and 
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While for king, wife, and friend, he's through every- 
thing rubbing, 

With duty still proud to comply, 
So h^ gives but the foes of old England a drubbing. 

Why then, d — me, if Jack carea why. 

And then, when good fortune has crown'd his en- 
deavours, 

And he comes home with shiners galore ; 
Well, what if so be he should lavish his favours 

On ev'ry poor object 'long shore ? 
Since money's the needle that points to good-nature. 

Friend, enemy, false or true, 
So it goes to relieve a distressed fellow-creature, 

Wwl then, d — me, if Jack cares who. 

Don't you see how some diflTrent thing ev*ry one's 
twigging, 
To take the command of a rib ; 
Some are all for the breast-work, and some for the 

And some for the cut of her jib ; 
Though poor, some will take her in tow to defend her ; 

And again, some are all for the rich ; 
As for I, so she's young, her heart honest and tender, 

Why then, d — me, if Jack cai'es which. 

Why now, if they go for to talk about living. 

My eyes, why a little will sarve : 
Let each a small part of his pittance be giving. 

And who in this nation can starve? 
Content's all the thing — rough or calm be the weather. 

The wind on the beam or the bow. 
So honestly he can splice both ends together. 

Why then, d — me, if Jack cares how. 

And then for a bring up, d'ye see about dying*. 

On which such a racket they keep. 
What ai^ufies if in a churchward ^o\s?t%\^\xv«^. 

Or £nd out your grave in tV\e d^v "^ 



Of me tMns we're certHin, wli:t'.evcr our ch 
De&th will bring ua nil up ; and what Uii 

So his CDdScience's (sckle will bear overfaau 
"Whj then, d — me, if Jack cares vlien. 



CHSI8TMA8 TIME. 

J. E. CiamtH.] ldir-'"Bm 

'Ta ChriatTnaa-tiinK I Away with nMMO 

For a wbile kt foil; reign, 
Pleuare, too, should have its seMon, 

Or we all have liTed in run j 
Fill tbe wiadow-paoe withhollj. 

Deck tlie room with mistletoe, — 
0/ntcB ma^ call this a fiiUj ; 

Folly reigna ! then be it bo ! 
'Tis ChriatiuBs time I Awsy wiUi retWMi 
__ For awhile let fcjly reign, 



Tia Ohriatmat-time, and lioiiiehold placa 

Oqo* agaiD are all leatored, 
Re-unmnB Bbwnt facta 

KoDnd tbe happy bausebold board ; 
Obil^oed's pasaed— and boys bave start 

Suddenly, it seems, to men ; 
But Wey still are merry-beartod, 

So — let's ^1 be boys again ! 
Tia Obristmaa-time I Away With reasoi 

Vot » while let folly reif^, 
Pleatnra, too, should hare ila season. 

Or we id] lufv« lived in vain ! 

'TIs Christmas- time, ^I well remember 
■Bov, yean back, some weli-knewn soi 
Cbeavil tbe dreftry, dark D«oBm\iBt, 
Wbea ths wiDttirni{;hU1ieTe\on%'. 
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Dearer than each new-formed measure, 

Still that soDg of home shall be, 
BrhviDg kmck eaoh bygone pleasure, 

When winter-time was spring to me ! 
*Tia Christmas-time ! Away with reason, 

For a while let folly reign, 
Pleasure^ too, should have its mmob, 

Or we all have lii^. ia vain ! 

'1^8 CSinstmas-time — the snow is dinging 

To iiie branches stripped and sere^ 
And the wintry winds are singing 

Dirges for the dying year ; 
But we*ll pile the yule log higher, 

'Till it sparkle clear and bright, — 
And thus, around our cheerful fire^ 

With song and wassail crown the night 1 
'TIS Cbristmas-time ! Away with reason, 

For awhile let folly reign, 
Pleasuxe, too, should have its season, 

Or we all have li^ed in vain 1 



DUNCAN AND VICTOEY. 

[Chablib DiBsnr.3 
Again the willing trump of fame 
Heceives from bounteous heav'n a claim 
Around glad nature's sons to cidl, 
And wake with wonder the terrestrial ball : 
Strike shuddering France, and harrowM Spain, 
With Duncan's thunder, and Britaonia's reign, 
Confirmed anew her empire o'er the main. 
Sing, Britons, sing, prizing what fate has giv'n, 
Union, content, and gratitude to heav'a. 

October the eleventh, at uiiift, 

Neptune beheld the Bnt^ik Yiii^ \ 
And Jest his honours, so \crag 'VWRk, 
Should from our everKJOiMva^w^MJ ^»«'^*,^^^ 
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Dismay to France, horror to SpaiD, 

Bade Duncan's thunder great Britannia's reign 

Proclaim anew — the sov'reign of the main. 

Sing, Britons, sing, &o. 

Fate warred on that momentous day, — 
Three hours nine ships saw captur'd lay : 
Vain Holland's dream of powVs no more { 
Her conquerM fleet shall grace the British shore. 
Droop, fearful France, — sink, trembling Spain, 
Duncan in thunder great Britannia's reign 
Proclaims anew — ^the sov'reign of the main. 

Sing^ Britons, sing, &o. 



HAPPINESS AND HOME. 

[BlOHABS HOWITT.] 

TiHB that's gone, none may restore it : 
Love, all heaxts must bow before it : 
Croodness, we must still adore ii> 

Whencesoe'er it come ; 
Whilst the heart in a heart 

Only finds a home. 

t 

Fires may be shining bright, 
Tet may be without delight : 
OnW cheered by woman's sight 

tiiere will gladness come : 
Only woman's love and light 

Make a hearth a home. 

Then do thou, youthful dame 
So thy soul in meekness frame 
Tb&t the whisper of thy name 

Fraught with g\adne&a come *. 
Thsit both words may tofiaxi ^iJnfe ^MCka 
Sappineea and ViomQ. 
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LOVE THEE, DEAEEST, LOVE THEE I 

[Thokas Moobi.] 
XiOVB thee, dearest^ love thee I 
Yes, by yonder star I swear, 
Which thro* tears, above thee 
Shines so sadly fair, 
Though too oft dim 
With tears like him. 
Like him my truth will sliine ; 
And love thee, dearest, love thee ! 
Yes — till death I'm thine. 

Leave thee, dearest, leave thee f 

No— that star is not more true; 
When my vows deceive thee 
He will wander too. 
A cloud of night 
May veil his light, 
And death shall darken mine ; 
But leave thee, dearest, leave thee ! 
No->till death I'm thine. 



BE KIND TO EACH OTHEE. 

[Chiblxs Swaiv.] 
Bb kind to each other ! — 

The night*8 coming on. 
When friend and when brother 

Perchance may be gone ! — 
Then 'midst our dejection 

How sweet to have earned 
The blest recollection 

Of kindness — returned !— 
When day hath departed, 

And memory keeps 
Herwatcb, broken hearled, 

Where all she loved sAeei^aX — • 
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Let falsehood assail not, 

Nor- envy du^nrore^-* 
* Let trifles |>revml not 

Against th^se ye lore 1 — 
Nor change with to-morrow 

Should fortune take wing ; 
But the deeper tho sorrow 

The closer still ding ! — 
Oh, be kind to each other ! — 

The night's coming on, 
When friend and wli^n brother 

Perchance may be gone J 



HOW PLEASANT IS THE PABMEE'S 

LIFE. 

W. C. BsvirxiT.] [iitf^^The British Grenadiers." 

How pleasant is the farmei^s life ! away from smoky 

towns 
He breathes the pleasant country air of meadows, hills, 

and downs, 
And with a hale, old hearty age a healthy life he 



crowns ; 



And it's 0, Td be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 

No prison'd life the farmer lives, bent over desk and 

book, 
Or cribb'd within a shop all day, till white and wan's 

his look, 
Till less like to a man he grows, and weaker than our 

Suke ; 
And it's 0, I'd be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 

As to your white-faoed tradesman who fawns and 

smirks and smiles, 
Wlio cannot whirl a flail, boys, or walk a score of miles, 
"fVIiAt is hiB life to ours, we ^Vio Vea^ the gates and 

stUea, 
-4jad it'flO, Td be a fikmviBf — a Hjra\« 1 ^ovj^^^^fc* 
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Oar arms are strong with labour, our cheeks ai'e red 

with health, 
We never gain a penny'sworto by lying, iriok or 

stealth, 

Yfll oowhottse, sty aiul staokyard, Mhow we bi^ve our 
share of wealth ; 
wind l$^s O, rd be a farmer— 4 farmtr I would ba. 

How pleasant is the spring'-time ! 'tis then we plough 

and sow, 
And through the shining mornings, beside our teams 

we go, 
White in the fields the lambkins leap and frisk their 

joy to ehow ; 
And it's O, I'd be a 'former-rft farmer I .would be. 

How pleasant is the summer-time 1 'tis tken we make 

our hay. 
And scythe and rake and fork andeartareiiusy all 

the day, 
*Tia then we shear our bleating idieep with laugh and 

joke and play ; 
And it's O, I'd be a farmer — a farmer Z woiddbe. 

Then comes the pleasant Autumn«tiae wImd sheaves 

are reap'd and bound. 
And, at our happy harvest-homes, the- song and ale 

go round. 
And through tiie oalm aad quiet days eur bssy flails 

resound; 
And it's O, Td be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 

And when our fields aieetrippsd aiui hare, juid white 

with sleet iuid snow, 
When work is dofte, beside the fire whftt.BMny nights 

we know, 
With ChrJetoias cheer and Kew Year'tt QMMa^<& ^^> 



our hearts sgiaw : 



And it'a O, Pd be a faraMB— a ijBXwm lu^fi'A^'^'^* 
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Then luck to all good farmers ! God send them still, 

1 say, 
Oood seasons, plenteous harvestSi and all they want 

each day, 
Full bams, and folds and stackyards, and thankful 

hearts, I pray ; 
■ And its O^ I'd be a farmer — ^a farmer I would be. 



THE BROKEN VOW. 

l^om the Germ«u] {^S^: ^^^Sl^U^^^ 

Bright hopes o'er his heart were stealing. 

As she whispered a parting vow ; 
With joy was his bosom swelling. 

And a smile was upon his brow. 
He crossed o'er the waste of waters, 

With a bosom light as the wavo'- 
The fi&irest of Baden's daughters 

Had smiled on the vows he gave. 

In the lands of the foe and stranger. 

Long away from his home he roved ; 
He he^ed no toil, no danger, 

When he thought on the maid he loved. 
With honour at length he sought her ; 

He came but to find her changed — 
For a miser's gold had bought her. 

And her love was from him estranged. 

She had broken the vow she plighted. 

And his hopes all faded away. 
As flowers by the cold wind blighted, 

When the sun has withdrawn his ray. 
Jle £ed from his home for ever, 
For the dreams of bia yo\x\.Vi'weTO o'«t ; 
JBut the fiune of his deeds V\\\ noi^cx 
•He unsung on a diBtant bYiotq \ 



i 
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lOME AND FRIENDS AROUND US. 

JBLXS 8wi.i3r.] IMuaio by Blewitt. 

Oh, there's a power to make each hour 

As sweet as heaven designed it ; 
Kor need we roam to bring it home. 

Though few there be that find it ! 
We aeek too high for things close by, -l 

And lose what nature found us ; . I 

For life hath here no charm so dear f . 

As home and friends around us. 

We oft destroy the present joy 

For future hopes — and praise them ; : \ 

Whilst flowers as sweet bloom at our feet, 

If weM but stoop to raise them ! , ^ 

For things aiar still sweetest are 

When youth's bright spell hath bound us ; 
But soon we're taught that earth had nought 

Like home and friends around us ! 

The friends that speed in time of need, 

When hope's last reed is shaken, 
To show us jitill, that come what will. 

We are not quite forsaken : — 
Though all were night : if but the light 

Of friendship's altar crown*d us, 
*Twould prove the bliss of earth was this — 

Our home and friends around us 1 



MUSIC FOB MACBETH. 

Witdi, Speak, sister, speak ! is the deed done ? 

i WUch, Long ago, long ago ; Above twelve glasses 
since have run. 
Ill deeds are seldom alow ox «\x\^^^ ^ 
But following CTvmea Qtk VkOttcft^ 'sr"»N.\ 
The worst of cieaXxirea iwaN«iX. v^^^*^^'^' 
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1st Witch, Many more, many more murders must 
this one ensue ; 
Bread horrors still abound 
In every place around, 
As if in death were found propagation; too. 
He must — ^he will — ^he shall 
Spill much more blood, 
And become worse, to make his title good. 

Cliorus, He must, he will, &c. 

let Witch. Now let's dance. 

2nd ds Zrd Witch, Agreed ! Agreed ! 

Cfhorus, Agreed ! 

'VVe should rejoic^when good kings bleed. 

2nd Witdi. When cattle die, about* about we go ; 
When lightning and dread thunder 
Hend stubborn rocks asunder, 
. And fill the world with wonder. 
What should we do? 

i Chorus, Bejoioe ! rejoice ! we should rejoice ! 

1st Witch Let's have a dance upon the heath, — 
We gain more life by Duncan's death : 
Sometimes like brindled cats we show. 
Having no music but our mew, 
To which we dance in some old mill. 
Upon the hopper, stone, or wheel. 
To some old saw or Bardish rhyme, 
Where still the mill clock doth keep time. 
Where still the mill clock, &c. 

'2md Witch, Sometimes about a hollow tree, 

Around, around, around dance we : 
Thither the chirping crickets come, 
And beetles sing in drowsy hum. 
Sometimes we dance o'er ferns or furze, 
To howls of wolves, ot barks of curs : 
Or if none of these we "mea^i. 
We dance to tbe ec\ioe% ot omt fefcX.. 
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Chonu. We dauce, &c. 

At the raven's dismal voice, 
When others tremble, we rejoice ; 
And nimbly, nimbly dance we stilli 
To the echo of some hollow hill. 

lit Witch, Hecate ! Hecate ! Hecate, come away ! 

Hecate, Hark ! hark ! I'm called, 

My little airy spirit, see, see. 

Sits in a foggy cloud, and waits for me. 

Itt Witch, Hecate ! Hecate ! 

Hecate, Thy chirping voice I hear, so pleasing to 
mine ear, 
At which I haste away, with all the speed 

I may. 
Whereas Puckle ? 

Zrd Witch, Here ! 

Hecate, Where's Stradling? 

2nd Witch, Here ! 

Hecate, And Hopper, too ! and Hellway, too ? 

l8t Witch. We want but you ! we want but you ! 

Chorus, Gome away ! come away ! make up the 

account ! 

Hecate, With new-fallen dew from churchyard yew, 

I will but 'noint, and then I'll mount. 

Now Tm fumish'd, now Fm furnish'd for 
my flight. 

Now I go ; now, now T fly, — 

Malkin, my sweet spirit, and I. 

Oh ! what a dainty pleasure is this, 
To sail in the air. 
When the moon shines fair, 

To sing, to dance, to toy, and kiss ! 

Over woods, high rocks, and mountains, 

Over hills and misty fountains, 

Over steeples, towera, »nd\.^'tt^\&^ 

We fly by night, 'mongaVi \xqo^ o1«^vr^a^ 
C74orus. We fiy by night, &c 
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THE SIGNAL TO ENGAGE. 

[CaiBblB DiBDIH.] 

Tni msDal to engmcQ sluU be 

Awbiitleuidahollol 
Xa OB« uid all but firm like me, 

And coDi^Bat loon will follow. 
You, GaDiia], keep tba helm in band ; 

Tfaus, tbni, boya — atoadj, ateadj ; 
Till right a- head joa see tbe land, 

Then, aoou as «e are rtoAj, 
The sigual, ko. 
Keep, bojB, a good look-out — d'ye hear, 

"fia for Old England'a tumour : 
Juat as you've brought your lower tier 

Broadside to bear upon her, 
Tbeaigud, &e. 
Ail handa tben, boye, tJie ship to dear. 

Load all your guns anil mortara ; 
Stent aa drath th' atlaek prepan^ 

And wbea you're oU at qanrlen^ 
Tbe aignal, Jcc. 

THE SABLE KNIGHT. 

Bbutob,] [Jfwfc bj Bmwi 

A WABBIOB oame from the far off fight, 

To hia heme oa a Bummer'a day ! 
His golden helmet glittering bright, 

In the bbd's retiring raj I 
Wliy trembles (lie heart of that warrior bold. 

Like the plume od hie casque aiiova ) 
Does he not bring with him fouie and love. 

For the Iddy Ella— hie love ! 
Wlij' aboald bis breaet vitli doubts be torn t 
Aad whj ia that eye not brigUt^ 
Flit hag not the fairLod^ El\a^'«aitL_ _ 



IHE NEW STAXDABD SONO BOOK. 

The warrior's mettlesome steed draws near 

To the home where his Ella dwells ! 
But sounds of revelry mar his ear 

For thej come from bridal bells ! 
O ! better it were had Sir Haon fell 

Id fight by the foenian's bUde, 
Than perish by one whom ha loved lo well, 

And who his trust so betray'd t 
Yet peace that frail one ne'er sludl know, 

But quail in the dark or light : 
'For lier plighted vows made long ago. 

To wed none but the Sable Kmghtl 



THE CUCKOO SONG. 

GhSOKOB LiKLEY.] lMu»h bj VtLJLKZ A: 

Tell me, bird ! of the merry green wold i 

Cuckoo ! — cuckoo I — cuckoo ! 
Shall I grow old ? tell me, shall I grow old ? 

Cuckoo ! — cuckoo ! — cuckoo ! 
'* Ah ! years but two or three :** 
Falsely, sayst thou to me ; 
Falsely, to me. 

Longer on earth I would pleasure to dwell, 
Wait awhile, wait, I shall help thee to tell. 
La, la, la^—cuckoo !— cuckoo ! — cuokoo 1 

Sing away, bird I I shall not let thee rest, 

Cuckoo ! — cuckoo I — cuckoo I 
Thy tender note ever makes me feel blest : 

Cuckoo 1 — cuckoo ! — cuckoo ! 
Ah ! if sad thoughts me fiU, 
Sweet bird ! thou then art still. 
Thou then art still. 
Longer on earth I would plesAV^i^ Vk ^^^^ 

Wait awhile, wait, I BYiaXV\i«\v ^«^'^ '^^^^ 
La, la, la, cuckoo \ — cuc^ooX— c\xs^wi\ 
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GOOD MOENING. 

Wakiko as from balmy sleep, 

Flow*ret fair and blue, 
Ope thy loying eyes that weep, 

Fresh wiUf morning dew. 
Sleep as calm, as bright as thine, 
Gentle flow'ret, has been mine, 
Grood morning, good morning, good morning. 
Gentle flow'ret, has been mine. 

Good morning, good morning. 

Bird that from your secret nest 

Carols blithe and gay. 
Singing anthems pure and sweet, 

Praises of the May. 
Still each joyous note prolong, 
I will join your matin song, 
Good morning, good morning, good morning, 
I will join your matin song, 

Good morning, good morning. 

Golden sun whose radiant light. 

Banner-like unfurl'd, 
Shineth out in splendour bright, 

O'er the waken'd world : 
Let me 'neath thy cheering rays 
Offer up my songs of praise ; 
Good morning, good morning, good morning. 
Offer up my songs of praise. 

Good moming, good morning. 



THE LIQUID GEM. 

J. Stbbaxs.] IMutic hj W. T. Wbightov. 

Little drop of beaming dew, 
Faity globe of azure hue, 
GUat'nijag in the morning' a T«y, 
Fading at the dawn of da"y. 
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Dweller of the flowery sphere, 
On each plant dost thou appear ; 
Star-like in the mossy rose, 
Bright on every bud that blows. 

Little drop, &c. 

Trembling orb of changing sheen, 
Ofispring of the humid e'en ; 
Smiling o*er the dying flower, 
Sparkling in the fragrant bower. 
Priceless gem from nature's shrine^ 
Nature's ever wealthy mine I 
Never gem was half so bright, 
Or pure as thy sweet liquid light. 

Little drop, &o. 



TOL DE EOL ; OE, WELL IT'S NO 

WOESE. 

[Chablss DiBDXir.] . 
I WENT to sea all so fearlessly, 
Broach'd my grog all so carelessly ; 
By-and-by, in a brush, I lost my arm, 

Tol de rol, de rol de ri ! 

So says I, — 
** 'Twas well 'twas no worse harm,— 
Man's but man, and there's an end ; 

And since 'lis so, 

E'en let it go ; 
I ne'er shall lift it 'gainst a friend.*' 

Next, a squall a tempest led off, 
Enough to blow the devil's head off ; 
I got spilt, and that way lost my leg : 

Tol de rol, de loV da tv\ 

So says I,— 
" J most now be iotc^Oi V>\«%v 



i 
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Well, man's bot rnan, — that's all I say ; 
So in this jplight, 
If I can^t iigfat, 
For certain I oan'trun ammgr.'* 



So, as if Old Nick was in it^ 

Something happened ev'ry minute ; 

Till at last poor I! they dous'd my gl^ns ; 

Tol de rol, de rol de ri ! 

So Bays I,-^ 
"Why, Tve lost my eyes and limbs : 
Well, the 8m1b of life by time are foxl'd* 

'Twas fibte*8 decree, 

That I mi^n*t see 
The treach'ry of this wicked world." 

Things grew worser still, and worser ; 
Fortune, I had cause to cone bttr ; 
Coming home, I found Pd lost my wife ; 

Tol de rol, de rol de ri 1 

So says I, — 
' * I'd rather lost my life ; 
But we're all mortal — she was old : 

Then why take on t 

If so be she's gone. 
I ne'er again shall hear her scold." 

Now laid up in Greenwich quarter, 
Chatham chest my right by charter. 
Being old, I've lost all but my tongue ; 
Tol de rol, de rol de ri ! 
So says I,-* 
" 'Twas not so when I was youag ; 
Sai then, " says I again, ''you dunce t 
■Be fear a&r 
From ev*ry tar, — 
•Damme I a man can die \xut ow«.^* 
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DEAE NANCY, ADIEU. 

Unfurled were the sails, bearing William afar 

From the shore where his Nancy had lingered in 
view; 
While the tears for the fate of her generous tar 

From her bosom escaped, as she cried, '*Loye, adieu !** 
Endeared to the spot by sweet sympathy's tie, 

Where last her fond William had vowed to be true. 
O'er the ocean's expanse she would range with her eye, 

As the waves gently murmured, — "Dear Nancy, 
adieu!'' 

Three years have elapsed and the beach Nancy sought, 

As a vessel appeared with her streamers displayed ; 
'"Tis my love, she exclaimed, but sad tidings were 
brought^ 

Which sti-uck with despair the affectionate maid 1 — 
For who can describe her keen pangs when she found 

That her tar, to his country and king ever true, 
Had fallen, alas I but by victory crowned, 

While the crew, wrapped in grief, sighed, " Brave 
William, adieu!" 

The portrait from Nancy which hung from bis neck, 

To his niessmate he gave with a heartrending sigh, 
Then, raising himself on the blood streaming deck, 

While softness ineffable beam*d from his eye, 
A wish he expressed that his true love might have 

The pledge he received of affection so true ; 
In death he embraced it, then sunk to his graven 

And his last falVring accents breathed, ''Nancy, 
adieu !*' 



CRIPPLED JACK. 

With shatter'd limbs Jack came from lea^ 

[Cause how he stood iVi% Wi)M!t \ 
With heart as firm, as 08^«n \.x«b^ 
That stands the ivmd «cidLN<%a9i)^w^ 
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What though his timbers they are gone, 

And h»*B a slave to tipple, 
JNTo b^ter sailor e'er was born, 

Than. Jack the hooour'd cripple. 

A OTape-shot lopt his starboard wing. 

That ohill'd not his endeavour ; 
But while he foaght for Sngland's king. 

His dajligfats olosMfor ever. 
Though lame and blind, and but one anUi 

To raise the magic tipple, 
He's'gain*d in war the noble palm, 

For Jack's an honour'd cripple. 

With mdder gone, and rigging torn, 

A wreck in port he's towing ; 
Tet while he blad at ev'iy pore, 

His dauntless heart was glowing. 
One joy on earth alone he craves, 

Which is the magic tipple : 
And when at last pale death he bfwves^ 

He'll die an honoured cripple. 



HOW PUBASANT A SAILOE'8 LIEJB 

PASS£S. 

How pleasant a sailor^s life passes, 

Who roams o'er the wat'ry main f 
No treasure he ever amasses, 

But cheerfully speuds all bis gain. 
We're strangers to party and faction. 

To honour and honesty true ; 
And would not commit a bad action, 

For power or profit in view. 

<3H0BU& 

Thea why should we quarrel (or riohfis^ 
Or any such glitteriug Xfx^ \ 
A light heart and thin pake oiV«%aa ^ya 
CiZes through the wocVd, m3 \»cafftb>Bf)rs* 
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The world is a beautiful garden, 

EDiich'd with the blessings of life, 
The toiler with plenty rewarding. 

Where plenty too often breeds strife. 
When terrible tempests assail us, 

And mountainous billows affirigfat ; 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us. 

But skilful industry steers right. 

Then why should, &o. 

The courtier's more subject to dangers 

Who rules at the helm of the state, 
Than we who're to politics strangers. 

Thus escape the snares laid for the great. 
The various blessings of nature. 

In different nations we try : 
No mortal than us ciw be greater 

Who merrily live till we die. 

Then why should, &c. 



THOUGH FATE, MY GIEL, MAY BID 

US PAET. 

[Thomas Moobi.] 
Though fate, my girl, may bid u« part, 

Our souls it cannot, shall not sever ; 
The heart will seek its kindred heart, 

And cling to it as close as ever. 

But must we, must we part indeed ? 

Is all our dream of rapture over ! 
And does not Julia's bosom bleed 

To leave so dear, so fond a. War? 

Does she too mourn ?— ^Perhaps she may. 
Perhaps she weeps our blisMa fi»siw)k%. 

But why is JuU&'a eye bo gjik^^ 
If Juiia'B hean, like miDe, lfk\M«to%^ 
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I ofUiave loY*d the brilliant glow 
Of rapture in her blae eye streaming— 

But can the bosom bleed with woe 
While joy is in the glances beaming ? 

No, no ! yet, love, I will not chide. 
Although your heart were fond of roving, 

Nor that, nor all the world beside, 
Could keep your faithful boy from loving. 

You'll soon be distant from his eye, 

And with you all that's worth possessing ; 

Oh ! then it will be sweet to die. 
When life has lost its only blessing. 



JACK'S GEATITUDE. 

[Chablbs Dibdik.] 
I've sail'd round the world without fear or dismay ; 

Tve seen the wind foul, and I've seen the wind fair ; 
I've been wounded, and shipwreck' d, and trick'd of 
my pay; 
But a brave British sailor should never despair. 

When in a French prison I chanc'd for to lie, 
With no light from the heavens, and scarce any air. 

In a dungeon instead of in battle to die. 
Was dismal I own, but I did not despair. 

But, Lord! this is nothing — my poor upper works 
G-ot shatter'd, and I was oblig'd to repair ; 

I've been shot by the French, and a slave 'mongst the 
Turks ; 
But a brave British sailor should never despair. 

£ut for all theao misfortunes, Fd yet cut a dash, 
-2^A/<t/ snug up my timbers, aad never kno^m care, 
-"J^^ agent bad not run away witVi \iie caA^ 
^od so many brave fellowB p\\m|fdmV« ^wfiwa. 
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So coming long-side of our bold royal tar, 

I told him the rights on't, — for why should I care ? 

Of my wrongs and my hardships, and wounds in the 
wars, 
And if how he would right me I should not despair. 

Says his Highness, says he, "Such ill treatment as 
thine 

Is a shame, and henceforward thy fortune's my care :" 
So now blessings on him sing out me and mine ; 

And thus British seamen should never despair. 

So straightway he got it made into a law, 

That each tar of his rhino should have his full share ; 

And so agents, d*ye see, may coil up their slack jaw, 
For the Duke is our friend, and we need not despair. 

Then push round the grog : though we face the whole 
world, 

Let our royal tar's pennant but fly in the air. 
And the sails of our navy again be unfurl'd. 

We'll strike wond'ring nations with awe and despair. 



THE SWEET LITTLE ANGEL. 

When Jack parted from me to plough the salt deep, 

Alas ! I mayn't see him again. 
In spite of all talking I could not but weep. 

To help it I'm sure was in vain ; 
Then he broke from my arms, and bid me &reweUy 

Saying, Poll, come, my soul, it wont do : 
So, d'ye hear, avast whining, and sobbing, my girl, 

Tis all foolish nonsense in you. 
I could not help thinking that Jack was in right| 

From a something that wbiB^x'd^ ^^^ «a^> 
TJiere*B a sweet little angel t\i&t «l\a qjsiX* c?l%\i£Q^ 

Will restore my poor Jack 'oxiVo i&ib* 
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While he's aA a distanoe each thought is employ'd, 

j^d nought can- delight me on shore ; 
I fancy ai times that the ship is destroy'di 

Ana Jack I shall never see more. 
But then 'tis but fancy ; that angel above^ 

Who can do such wonders of things, 
I know will ne'er suffer a harm to my love, 

And so to myself I thus sings : — . 
What matters repining, my heart shall be light. 

For a something that whispers, d'ye see, 
There's a sweet little angel that sits out of sight, 

WiU restore my poor Jack unto me. 

But should that sweet anfirel, wherever he be^ 

Forget to look out forpoor Jack ; 
Why I hen he may never return unto me, 

O, never ! no, never ! come back ; 
But oh ! it can't be, he's too good and too kind. 

To make tlie salt water his grave ; 
And why should I then each tale-teller mind, 

Or dread ef ry tui-bulent wave ! 
Besides, I will never kind Providence slight ; 

For something still whispers, d'ye see, 
There's a sweet Uttle angel that sits out of sight. 

Will restore my poor Jack unto me. 



MOOEINGS. 

[Ohablbb DiBDur.] 
'TvE heard," cried out one, '* that you tars tack and 
tack. 
And at lea what strange hardships befall you ; 
But I don't know what's moorings."— ** What ! Don't 
you?" said Jack; 
" Man your ear-tackle then, and TU tell 3mu : — 
Sup/fOBeyou*d a daughter quite beautiful grown, 
j/ind, in apite of her pray'ra a»d \m^Vor\tvvi«, 
Some scouadnl abus'd her, and^ouVuwjtf A.\i\vtt<V,<wr[^ 
^Ar^ d'ye see, he'd be iiikfe a^ bU Taoor«^^» 
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** In life's voyage should you truat a false friend with 
the helm, 

The top-liftB of bis heart all a-kimboy 
A tempest of treachery your bark will o'erwhelm, 

And your moorini^s will soon be in limbo : 
But if bis hearif 8 timbers rear up against pelf, 

And he's just in bis reck'nings and acoriBg^ 
He'll for you keep a look-out the same as himself, 

And you'll find in his ftiend^ip safe moorings. 

" If wedlock 's your port, and your mate true and kind^ 

In all weathers will stick to her duty, 
A calm of contentment shall beam in your mind, 

Safe nioor'd in the haven of beauty : 
But if some frisky ski£f, crank at every joints 

That listens to vows and adorings, 
Shape your course how you will, still you'll make 
Cuckold's Point> 

To lay up like a beacon at moorings. 

" A glutton's safe mooi^d, head and stem, by the gout ; 

A drunkard's safe moor'd under the table ; 
In straws, drowning men will hope's anchor find out ; 

While a hair's a philosopher's cable : 
Thus mankind are a ship, life a boisterous main, 

Of fate's billows where all hear the roarings, 
Where forone calm of pleasure we've ten storms of pain. 

Till death brings us all to our moorings." 



FOE HEE SAILOE BEAVES THE 

DEEP. 

[B<TVOU)8.] 

Sats Ella to her love, " Eemenibtr, 
Tbo* doom'd to part, you constant view 

That moon which rises in such splendour—* 
I, too, will look and think o£ ^ou. \ 

Anxious Ella shall not bleep 

WbiJat btr Btdhr braves the deep.^* 
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But most tempestuous is the weather, 
And lovely Ella's wish is cross' d ; 

Yain her watching nights together — 
Successive moons in clouds are lost, 

Stormy winds the forests sweep 

Whilst her sailor braves the deep. 

Swift to the shore she flies complaining, 
The tempest to her pray'r is deaf ; 

When, lo I that orb she^s so arraigning, 
Shines forth and shows her lover safe. 

Kow no more shall EUa weep 

For her sailor braves the deep. 



ON BOAED OUE TEIM VESSEL. 

When on boai^ our trim vessel we joyously sail'd. 

And the glass circl'd round with full glee. 
King and country to give my old shipmate ne'er fail'd, 
And the toast was soon toss'd off by me. 
Billows might dash. 
Lightning might flash, 
'Twas the same to us both when at sea. 

If a too powerful foe in our track did but pass, 

We resolv'd both to live and die free. 
Quick we numbered our guns, and for each took a glaa<{, 
Then a broadside we gave her with three. 
Cannons might roar, 
Echoed from shore, 
'Twas the same to us both when at sea. 

But a cannon ball one day in a fight, 

From the deck knock'd him into the sea. 
So he died as he lived for his country and right, 
And may this be the end too of me. 
Cannons let roar, 
Echo'd from bViot«, 
Jbr the grave of a saiWa tti^ awb. 
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BOXING THE COMPASS. 

[Pbascb.] 
Blue Petbb at the mast-head flew, 
And to the girls we bade adieu, 

Weigh*d anchor, and made sail : 
The boatswain blew his whistle shrill 
The reefs shook out began to fill, 
We caught a fav'ring gale, 
And with a can of flip, 

To cheer the honest tar, 
Thus gaily may he trip, 
Lara lar, lara lar. 

We cruis'd along the coast of France^ 
But not a mounseer gave us chance ; 

We tried on every tack, 
We drank, and laugh'd, and sung together, 
We kept the sea, nor cared for weather, 

'Twas all the same to Jack. 
And with a can, &c. 

Sometimes while squalls have o*er us swept| 
High at the mast-head watch Tve kept ; 

We did, my lads, the best ; 
Still on the look-out for the rumpus, 
At every comer of the compass, 

The north, south, east, and west^ 
And with a can, &c. 



BEN BACKSTAY. 

[Chablxs DiBDnr.] 
^KS Backbtat loved the genW^ kTiTi^\ 

Constant as purity waa tibft \ — 
Her honey words, like 8\icc^i\tv^x£^"Wssl^ 
Cbeer*d him each -voyage V© Tei«A» "v» 
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Onti fatal moming saw them pai*ting : 
While each the other*8 sorrow dried, 

They by the tear that then was starting, 
Yow'd to be constant till they died. 

At distance from his Anna's beauty. 

While howling winds the sky deform, 
Ben sighs, and well performs his duty, 

And braves for love the frightful storm : 
Alas I in vain — ^the vessel batter* d, 

On a rock splitting, open'd wide. 
While lacerated, torn, and shattered, 

Ben thought of Anna, sigh'd, and died. 

The semblance of each charming feature, 

That Ben had worn around his neck. 
Where art stood substitute for nature, 

A tar, his friend, savM from the wreck. 
In fervent hope while Anna burning, 

BlushM as she wish'd to be a bride, 
The portrait came — joy turned to mourning-^ 

She saw, grew pale, sunk down, and died. 



WE TAES HAVE A MAXIM! 

[Chaslss DiBDiir.] 
We tars have a maxim, your honours, d*ye see^ 

To live in the same way we fight ; 
We never give in, and, when running lee. 

We pipe hands the vessel to light. 
It may do for the lubber to snivel and that. 

If by chance on a ahoal he be cast ; 
But a tar among breakers, or thrown on a flat, 

Pull away, tug, and tug to the last. 
With a yeo, yeo, yeo, tol de rol, &c. 

Tb/s life as we Ve told is a bit of a cruise. 
In which storms and calms lake \.\i«a Vvrnv \ 
Ifit'a storm, why we bustle, U caXm,>i3ti«ii\<^\iWi'iA, 
'^U taut from the Btem to ihe sletn. 
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Our captain, who in our own lingo would speak, 
Would say " To the cable stick fast ; 

And whether the anchor be cast or apeak. 
Pull away, tug, aud tug to the last !'* 

With a yeo, &c. 



THE WATEEY GRAVE. 

[Chablbs Dibdik.] 
Would you hear a sad story of woe. 

That tears from a stone might provoke ; 
*Tis concerning a tar, you must know, 

As honest as e'er biscuit broke : 
His name was Ben Block, of all men 

The most true, the most kind, the most brare : 
But hai-sh treated by fortune, for Ben 

In his prime found a watery grave. 

His place no one ever knew more ; 

His heart was all kindness and love ; 
Though on duty an eagle heM soar, 

His nature had most of the dove. 
He lov'd a fair maiden named Kate ; 

His father, to in t' rest a slave, 
Sent him far from his love, where hard fate 

Plung'd him deep in a watery gi*ave. 

A curse on all slanderous tongues ! 

A false friend his mild nature abused, 
And sweet Kate of the vilest of wrongs, 

To poison Ben*8 pleasure, accused : 
That she never had truly been kind ; 

That false were the tokens she gave ; 
That she 8com*d him, and wished he might find 

In the ocean a watery grave. 

Too sure from this cankerous elf 

The venom accomplish' d ita eTi^\ 
Ben, all truth and honour \i\ma«M, 
Suspected no fraud in hia ifveii^. 
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On the yard while suspended in air, 

A loose to his sorrows he gave ; 
**Take thy wish," he cried, "false, cruel fair,* 

And plung*d in a watery grave. 



WHILE UP THE SHEOUDS. 

[Chablxs DiBDiir. ] 
While up the shrouds the sailor goes, 

Or ventures on the yard, 
The landsman, who no better knows. 

Believes his lot is hard. 
But Jack with smiles each danger meefs^ 

Casts anchor, heaves the log, 
Trims all the sails, belays the sheets, 

And drinks his can of grog. 

When mountains high the waves that swell, 

The vessel rudely bear. 
Now sinkinff in a hollow dell, 

Now quiv ring in the air — 
Bold Jack, &c. 

When waves 'gainst rocks and quicksands roar. 

You ne*er hear him repine ; 
Freezing near Greenland's icy shore. 

Or burning near the line — 
Bold Jack, &c. 

If to engage they give the word. 

To quarters all repair, 
While splinter^ masts go by the board. 

And shot sing tlurough the air — 
Bold Jack, &c. 
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Come, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer 110 

Come with me, love, I'm seeking 69 

Cypress and yew, sorrowful trees 89 

Daddy Neptune one day to freedom did say 20 

Down in yon village I live so snug 49 

Encompassed in an angel's frame 23 

Fair Hebe I left with a cautions design 31 

Fain would I love but that I fear 66 

Fill the bumper fidr 107 

Follow, follow over mountain , «., 6»V 
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Good people, ffWe attention, while I do sing in praise. .. 

Has sonow thy young days shaded 

Hi lecps beueatn the ocean shore 

Jlovr can my poor heart be ^lad 

How dashingly in sun and light 

How happy could I be with either 

How little do the landsmen know 

How pleasant is the farmer's life 

How pleasant a sailor's life passes 

How sweet, how sweet 'tis to return 

How sweet thy modest light to Tiew 

How sweet in the woodlands 

How sweet 'tis to listen when some one may tell ... 

I cannot sing the old songs 

I'd mourn the hopes that leave me 

If all the world and love were young 

If lubberly landsmen, to gratitude strangers 

If doughty deeds my lady please • 

If 'tis love to wish you near 

I hear it, I hear it — the voice of the past 

I know thou dost love me 

I love to roam at night 

I'll follow thee, I'll follow thee 

In battle's field, 'mid cannons' roar 

In Scarlet town, where T was bom 

]n one thou cm^det find variety 

In life's deligMAiI mora 

In England I've seen the brave sons of roast beef ... 

In England when the curfew bell 

I rage, I melt, I bum 

I see i^aui my happy home 

I stood in Rome's deserted streets 

It was a maid of my country 

It is not the tear at this moment shed 

It was written on the sand 

I've heard, cried out one, that you tars 

I've sailed round the world without fear or dismay ... 

I went to sea all so fearlesslv 

Last night I passed you in the danoe 

Little drop of beaming dew , 

Love thee, dearest, love thee 

Lovely night 1 oh lovely nigUt 

Mayst thou be happy each coming day 

Merrily, merrily over the ocean 

3/eiTily; merrily rang the bells 

MeniJyohl merrilydhl 

j(^-y boat JsoDibe shore 

Nowh ?f^ around the conqueroT's Yiay 
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«^ Wie torments, all the cares 
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Scenes that are brightest 02 

She came to as in summer-time 67 

Slamber, dearest, sweetly slumber 92 

Softly, oh! softly the shadows are falling 66 

Speak, sister, speak ! is the deed done ? 119 

Still to be neat, still to be dressed 9 

Take back the virgin page 44 

Tell me no more that hearts less warm 89 

Tell me, bird ! of the merry green wold 123 

The Albion is a noble ship „ 77 

The butterfly was a gentleman 8 

The bud is on the bough 29 

The chain I gave was fair to view 50 

The flag of old England is waving^ 79 

The Golden Mary sailed from port 11 

The harvest-home's come round again , 31 

The Nautilus ever loves to glide 00 

The rosy hours of this life are but few 93 

The signal to engage shall be 122 

There was a maiden, well-a-day ! 33 

They deem it a sorrow gone by 24 

They chide me for repining 56 

They talk of dales and hilli In Wales 71 

Though fate, my girl, may bid us part 129 

Tho' days are gone when you and I 64 

•Tis believed that this harp which I now wake for thee ... 68 

•Tis many years, my old mate Jack 77 

Tis a dreary thing to be 84 

•Tis Christmaa-time ! away with reason 112 

Time that's grone, none may restore it » .„ ».. W»k 

To the BaJtic's broad billows ve go, ^i03a • ».. '^^ 

Tiro reai tars, whom duly called ^ 

Unfurled were the sails bearing 'WWWa.m «iX« ..« — **' ^ 
Up! quit tbj bower, late wcaTa tlielicwx 
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Voice of music, sweetly falling 

Wakiug as Arom balmy sleep 

We court no gale with woomg soil 

Weep on, weep on, your hour is past 

We tars nave a maxim, your honours, d'ye see 

We may roam thro' this, world like a child at a feast... 

When by the evening's quiet light 

Wlien daylight was yet sleeping under the billow ... 

When first I met thee warm and young 

When forced from dear Hebe to go 

When ffcntle music^s sounding 

When I drain the rosy bowl 

When Jack parted from me 

When on board our trim vessel we joyously sailed ... 

'When through life unblessed we rove r. 

When they told me he was married 

While up the shrouds the sailor goes %.. 

Who has here, far or near, seen Hugo ? 

With shatter'd limbs Jack came from sea 

Would ^ou hear a sad story of woe ... 

Ye mariners of Spain ... 

You deem me cold and heartless 

Young Cupid went storming to Venus one day ... 
Young Guillot, a poor simple swain •• 
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THE NILE BOAT. 

Albbbt Smith.] [Jltr— " Hnntixig the Hare." 

Travelling authors who poke their jokes odd at us. 

Giving full play to their Pegasus' wings, 
Going from Warburton back to Herodotus, 

Talking of Egypt tell wonderful things. 
Nought can be rarer, or grander or fairer, 

Or better whatever a man's passion or style ; 
But if it don't bore ye, in plain honest stoi y, 

I'll give you the joys of a boat on the Nile. 

A dozen dark Arabs compose the wild crew of it. 

Scantily dressed — in fact scarcely at all ; 
No one would trust himself, not if he knew of it. 

With such a set in the dark or a squall. 
Kicking and fighting, and screaming and biting. 

Whilst terror exciting for mile after mile ; 
Your pleasure half bartered, you look to be martyred. 

And wish you'd ne'er chartered your boat on the 
Nile. 

The kandjia itself is of wood and unpainted, 
And swarms with a legion of horrible things ; 

Especially rats — at which toarl&taV\«iN^^YQXA^^ 
And little mosquitoes witVi ^erj \ais%<b «Njai^« 
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Tired of keeping awake you try sleeping, 

And time slowly creeping you think to beguile ; 

When a horrible race of big spiders give chase, 
And run over your face in your boat on the Nile. 

All along you see nothing but villages, 

Peopled with savages, pigeons, and sheep ; 
Excepting the pacha some wretched place pillages, 

Leaving it only a mighty dust heap. 
If the wind's falling, your kandjia is crawling, 

And Arabs are hauling an hour a mile ; 
With beat all is hazy, ennu^ and lazy. 

It drives you half crazy, your boat on the Nile. 

Human life leaving, no letters receiving, 

Having no notion of things that have passed ; 
Perhaps some Nile ranger you meet as a stranger. 

May lend you the Times of the month before last. 
But what's our metropolis, near Heliopolis, 

Who cares for London near Elaraac^s old pile ? 
Midst old mummies rotten, your friends are forgotten. 

And so will >ou be in your boat on the Nile. 

Bored to death by want of variety, 

Wishing some steamer would take you in tow ; 
Feeding on chickens and eggs to satiety, 

Eating of bread that appears more like dough. 
By heat overpowered — ^by small flies devoured, 

Your temper quite soured — ^you never can smile ; 
And though it may cook up a very good book, 

For pleasure don^t look in a boat on the Nile. 



LITTLE BILLY. 

[W. M. Thackxsat.] 

There was three sailors in Bristol city : 
There was three sailors in Bristol city I 
They took a wessel and they Yrent to sea ; 
^ey took a wessel and they "weu\. to «ear^\ 
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But first with pork and capp'ena biscuit, 
And good salt junk they wittled she ! 

There was gorgeing Jack and guzzling Jemmy, 
And the third un he was little Billy. 

Now Jemmy grew so precious greedy, 

That soon they had eaten to the last split-pea. 

Says gorgeing Jack to guzzling Jemmy, 

*' As we've got no wittles why we must eat we." 

Says guzzling Jem to gorgeing Jaoky, 
** Why, Jack what a precious fool you be ! 

** There is little Billy, he is young and tender, 
As we've got no wittles why let's eat he." 

Then Jemmy grew so fierce and frantic. 
That he drew out his big clasp snick-er-snee ! 

** Oh, Bill we're a going to kill and eat you, 
So undo the top button of your shirt," says he. 

When Billy heard this information. 
He pulled out his pocket handkerchee ! 

" Oh, let me say my catechism. 
The vich my mother taught to me." 

Then he run up to the maintop-gallant mast. 
Where be fell down on his bended knee. 

But he'd hardly got to the twelfth commandment, 
When he cries out, ** There's land I see I 

'* There's Jerusalem and Madagasca, 
And north and south Americee ! 

"There's the British fleet a lying at anchor. 
And Admiral Lord Nelson, K.O.B." 

Now when they arrived at the admiral's wessel, 
They hung up Jack and they flogged Jemmee ; 

But with regard to JitUe BVily, 
Iliey made him kimmander oi a «0v«iiX^*^dDGE«A\ 

b2 
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TOUT EST FEANCOIS. 

Bimis.] [Hhh— " TbB Lhwjbi 

John Bull once brttgg'd oF vioCoriea won 
Ity EnglMid in tlie ware by-gone, 
To Monaieur Coq, who gave a Elirug, 
And mid, nilh most expresBire mug, 
" 111 cot dispute nbM jo\i adYance, 
But QOw in peace, beware of France." 
Eeware of France, &c. 

Ton have a heart, bnt France has Lead, 
Whoie poliUo will take tfae lead ; 
In war ;ou trod upon our cornii, 



About your cleTeroeBa yon fuai. 
But borrow everything from us ; 
We infreet get Kir wliat we lend, 

I owe, for 

To apend t 
'Mongst 111 

John Bull, TDur are a lawyer's Bai '. 
And over ntce 'bout this and that ; 
On Monday yon will hang your cat, 
'Cause she on Sunday kill'd a rat ; 
You baniah ali who aing and dance, 
And Bo they come to merry France. 

Your ladies lose their modeaty — 
Go in Hyde Fai^ and there you'll see 
Subscrih'd by Ibem, on Gallic plan, 
Tbfi statue of a naked man ; 
It's bram you took frommb; cb»nw, 
Jt'a finrn those Udiea brongbxtmro^m 



s. 
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Our manners, fashions, thoughts you take — 

Your writers now no louger rake 

Their brains, to start new thoughts — their pow'ra 

They use now in translating ours ; 

And all your plays and opera dance, 

You now must own you take from France. 

Your constitution's Frenchified — 
YouVe taken our police beside ; 
You'll take our passports next, I guess, 
And then our laws against the press : 
John Bull, awaken from your trance, 
And take no more from mighty France. 

John Bull, half cow'd, held down his head. 

And own'd the truth the Frenchman said ; 

But tried to pany with a joke. 

The point of it, and thus he spoke — 

'* In peace or war, when there's a chance^ 

** Yes, everything we take from France.' 



i» 






PUSH ABOUT THE JOEUM. 

[K. O'Haka.] 

When bickerings hot. 
To high words got, 

Break out at Gamiorum ; 
The flame to cool, 
My golden rule 

Is — push about the jorum» 

When fist on jug, 
Coifs who can lug, 

Or show me that glib speaker, 
Who her red rag. 
In gibe can wag, 

With her moulYi ixiKi olXv^^t. 
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THE CHAIR. 

Jacob CoLB.] [ra««*-" Jim Crow.*" 

'Tis known in all Bocicties 

Where folks nssembled are, 
The person at the table's top 
Is always called — a Chair. 

Then I hope with me 

You'll all agree, 

And now support the Ckair. 

You've called upon the Chair to sing.; 

The Chair will do its best, 
With humble ho})e that you will set 

Example to the rest. 

Yet should the Chair not sing to please, 

The blame can be but small. 
For surely 'tis a wonder that 

A Chair can sing at all. 

Now, why a Chairman's call'd a Chair 

The reason I will tell — 
When hc*s such a one as T am, 

A Chair would do as well. 

Suppose it is a crowded room, 
And there's not a seat to spare, 

Where can a man so well apply 
For a seat as to a Chair ? 

Or should a man get tipsy, 

And in argument will share. 
Why, what can be so proper 

To support him as a Chair ? 

Perhaps, at times, the Chair a breach 

Of order has to bear ; 
JBut 'tis natural, ^o\i kuow, to pui- 
A breech upoa aOkA.\c. 
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A Chair at times supports us all, 
Then surely 'tis but fair, 

That we should make a just return, 
And now support the Chair. 



THE MAN WHO COULDN'T SAY "NO *' 

[J. E. CABFBirrBB.] 

All you who liberal wish to be, 
Listen awhile and then you'll see. 
The result of the tragical history. 

Of the man who couldn't say "No." 
Ten thousand pounds his father made. 
And got it all by honest trade, 
Then died — and left it to this blade, 

The man who couldn't say ** No." 
Cashery dashery, oh ! oh 1 oh ! 
A beggar on horseback rides fast you know. 
But nothing to that is the rate he'll go, 

The man who cannot say **No.** 

Uncles and cousins and friends galore, 
They dodged his steps and besieged his door. 
He supplied their wants, but they wanted more, 

From the man who couldn't say ** No." 
He was asked by a stranger to do a bill. 
Just for a month, a gap to fill ; 
Of course he complied, and has got it still, 

The man who couldn't say ** No." 
Diddle him, fiddle him, oh ! oh ! oh ! 
Twas only two hundred odd, and so 
It could no difference make, you know. 

To the man who couldn't say "No." 

A builder came, and the house he saw, 
He said it wasn't half good enough for 
A man with a fortune, «iTid\«A^V\%^«w 
On the man \?ho cou\drL\.»ws ^^'^'^^^ 
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It only wanted a few repairs, 

The hall enlai^ed, and turned round the stairs. 

So he run up a bill, quite unawares, 

To the man who couldn't say ** No." 
Buildery, gildery, oh ! oh ! oh ! 
A thousand pounds was that ''little go ! *' 
And after all there was nothing to show 

To the man who couldn't say "No.** 

A fviend he'd not seen for many a year. 
Called to congratulate him here, 
And very soon contrived to ** queer," 

The man who couldn't say " No.** 
A great ship- building company. 
We're getting up, and want, says he, 
A man like you at our head to be, 

A man that couldn't say ** No.*' 
City man, pity man, oh ! oh ! oh ! 
The floating capital soon sanlrlow. 
The shares had a sale, and the ships none show. 

To the man who couldn't say "No." 

A compromise put all things straight, 
Tho' it made a hole in his new estate. 
But ''benevolent persons" still would wait. 

On the man who couldn't say "No." 
He subscribed to the mission to Timbuctoo, 
Gave a hundred pounds to convert a Jew, 
But whether it did he never knew. 

This man who couldn't say "No." 
Cant away, rant away, oh ! oh ! oh ! 
They got him sometimes to a dinner to go. 
And the highest subscriptions the papers did show. 

Were the man's who couldn't say " No." 

It happened at last that he fell in love 
With a maiden, a beauty — a perfect dove, 
Tho' she looked like a peaccK^^s., ^.TvCci^a^v «.Uove 
The man who couldn't aa^ " "^^"^ 
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Presents he nja3e, but he couldn't *' propose," 
She was thirty-six, and at that i\<;e — who knows ; 
So she asked him herself to bring things to a close. 

And of course he couldn't say "No." 
Sigb away, die away, oh 1 oh ! oh ! 
Courting is charming we very well know. 
But wedlock may bring us nothing but woe. 

If a man can never say *^ No." 

Honeymoon over (to Paris they went), 
Fabulous sums it is certain they spent^ 
For she would have her fling, and regarding consent. 

She knew he couldn't say *' No. * 
When they came back a man of the law, 
Told him *' certain accounts" he was liable for. 
And he had to provide for his mother-in-law. 

This man who couldn't say "No." 
l^ppery, nippery, oh ! oh 1 oh ! 
A wife may be fast, but the law isn't slow. 
And there's no telling what thro^ ladies you owe, 

If you havn't the pluck to say " No." 

Parties they gave, ve;^ stylish affairs. 

They took a new bouse, too^ in one of the squares, 

And none, for a season^ so gay was as theirs, 

For this man could never say "No." 
But somehow or other the tradesmen one day. 
They thought it near time that their bills he should 

And when they just called in a business way. 
He at length was obliged to say **No. 

Shut 'em out, put 'em out, no ! no ! no ! 

Much execution can creditors show ; 

And ten thousand pounds as the sun melts the snoW| 
Melts away when you cannot say ** No." 

Bilki in the windows appeared soon to say, 
'*To be sold by auction," on such and such day, 
Were the furniture, horses, and carriages gjKy^ 
Of the man who cooVdn^t aK^j ^'"IS^q^ 

BE 
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*Tis said that a quack run away with his duck. 
And whether he now may be dragging a truck. 
Or whether he hasn't got even this luck. 

Is more than at present I know. 
Think of it> think of it, oh ! oh ! oh ! 
It's good to come into a fortune you know ; 
But if you mean to keep, you mustn't do so, 

And whenever its proper say **No." 



THE CHILD OF THE ABBEY. 

Jacob Colb.] ITune—** The Mistletoe Bough, 

'TwAS a very cold November night, 

The clouds were all heavy, the moon had no light ; 

The old abbey clock past twelve had tolFd ; 

A policeman around the cloisters strolled, 

He surveyed all the tombs and dark corners wit 

care. 
And he saw nothing very pai'ticular there ; 
But he saw in a passage he went to explore, 
A rush basket outside a prebendry's door. 

He thought 'twas a marvellous thing ; 
A very mysterious thing ! 

The policeman the better the basket to view, 
Used his two eyes and his bull's eye too ; 
But to touch it at first he scarcely dare 
As there might be spirits of some one there ; 
It might be game — or it might be a very 
Nice fat tithe pig for the prebendary : 
So he lifted the lid, and his looks grew wild, 
For 'twas not a dead pig, but a living child. 

He thought, &c. 

When he found 'twas a child wrapped up, he tried 
To rap up the prebend who lived inside ; 
21be prebend was angry, but didn't swear, 
To be woke up for such a cluXdiBVi ^^vi \ 
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advised the policeman to take it away, 
d to keep matters quiet until the next day ; 
J the child then cried for its natural diet, 
d of course the afifair couldn't be kept quiet. 

He thought, &c. 

ct morning the cloisters were all in confusion, 
006 they*d picked up a babby without any shoes on 
ij examined the maids, the footmen, and grooms, 
1 the men in the abbey who show the tombs ; 
I vergers at all suspicion would scoff, 
1 from this, too, the canons were all let off; 
blame could attach to the wicar a minute, 
use the basket had got no wicker work in it. 

Oh, 'twas, &c. 

I dean and the chapter soon heard there had been, 
mall living dropped unexpectedly in ; 
as the first small living they ever had met, 
1 they knew not how to dispose of it. 
the cloisters belonged to no parish 'twas clear, 
1 the child had no claim on the overseer. 
1 as *twas a girl, that would clearly destroy, 
ir power to make it a singing boy. 

Oh, 'twas, &c. 

as thought of providing this child with a nurse, 
I among the whole chapter not one was a verse / 
, by favour, at first the child, it appears, 
i suckled and nursed by the overseers ; 
basket's preserved as a warning most proper, 
)very unnatural child-dropper ; 
I a song has already been writ on the babby, 
ch is to be called ** The Child of the Abbey. *• 

Oh, 'twas, &c. 

, alas ! the prebendary's care, they say, 

Idn't save the child, so it died one day ; 

. the doctor grieved most when its death wa8 

stated, 

ae it died without being \dAC^\v».\«A \ 
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'Tis said that a stone o'er the grave will be put, 
On which thi» epitaph is to be cut : — 
'*Thi8 babby, whom death did so early dispose of, 
Had no father nor mother that any one knows of.'^ 

So 'twas, &c. 



THE LADY ABBESS. 

[MOBTimSK COLLIKS.l 

Not very far from Totnes Town, 

Where beautiful Dart to the sea runs down, 

'Midst woods with a pleasant glitteri 
There was a convent long ago, 
Where lots of virgin nuns you know, 
Were kept shut up — (did they find it slow ?) 

From the cares that the world embitter. 

They knitted, and netted, and knotted, and made 
Pictures of wool-work in every shade ; 

They sang, and ye powers ! they chattered. 
They were silly innocent girlish things, 
Like merry young birds who have never had wings ; 
And if they pined for wedding rings, 

I guess it little mattered. 

The abbess was young, the abbess was fair, 
With emerald eyes and lustrous hair, 

And a cheek like a cluster of roses. 
You may say that '^eraei-ald eyes '* woa't do ; 
But a good dark emerald's vernal biue. 
Is the sweetest colour that ever I knew — 

She*d the straitest of Grecian noses. 

Rode up one day to the abbey gate 
A gay cavalier, young, and not sedate, 

A lover of jest and laughter. 
By liii side a sword, on his wrist a hawk, 
Me looked a fellow whom nought could baulky 
J^j6 for wanly battle or amorouR \A\k — 
A lusty troop rode after. 
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" In the name of Kins^ Harry/* tlio cnptain cried, 
*' The abbey gate must be opened wide — 

Surrender, charming wai-deis ! 
Do not be frightened, or take it ami£3 ; 
But the duty I*ve to perfoim Li this — 
IVe to give the Lady Abbes3 a kiss. 

By, stout King Harry's orders.* 



»» 



Ob,.thie» what » clatter, and flutter^ and flush ! 
Oh, then how these iunoceut creivtures blush 

At this noiioD irreligious. 
When forth from the crowd young sister Fao, 
Comes tripping demurely as fast as she can, 
Ci-ying, "Don't kiss the abbess, you naughty young 
man ; 

Kiss me, 'twill be less sacril^ious.** 

Said this stately abbess, " Miss Fanny, please. 
Go and do penance, alone, on your knees. 

Pert creature ! How dare you address him.'' 
Then she turned to the portal and said, " Sir Knight, 
Although what you ask is unusual quite, 
If you from your charger will please to alight, 

I'll obey my liege — God Nesa hifn//'^ 



THE SEVEN AGES OP WOMAN. 

A MEDLEY. 

PROLOGUE. 

{Tune-** O, tbo Roast Beef of Old England."] 

Tou'vE heard the Seven Ages of great Mister Man, 
And now Mistress Woman's I'll chaunt, if I cau ; 
And surely the ladies will sanction ray plan — 
The plan of unfolding \.W\x age^^ 
Without making meutVoii ol 'yeavu 
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LUbw— "TouBg If>T Moon."] 
A baiij Brst appe&riog, O I 
Her luDgs hov strong, haw cheering, 

She makea more itoiae 

Than fifty boya, 
And deaf nune gains her heariog, 
Hiuh ! huah-a-by, my pretty, I 
Lawk I how yOD BCrateh nune Kitty, 

If yon claw me, you brat, 

You Bball take tit for tat. 
For I won't give joa no titty, I 

SHOKD AGE. 
ITm—" All amani the l«ng K green, O I"] 
Next uias lays ber doll aside, 
And to bOHrding-acliooI ia hied ; 
liluaic learns to tbrum and squeak. 
Waltz, and foreign tonguea to speak. 
Twenty tonguea at her tongua'a end. 
Dares Der goveroeas offend. 
And rattles away in the school, I 
Stamps and tears. 
Shows ber airs. 
Inks her books, 
Shows l>lack looks. 
Hey down, bo down. 
Deny, derry down. 
And minds no rule but to ruU, 1 

ITmu—" Uorgiua in IieUnd."] 
Soon aly Cupid gives ber a leer. 

Presents bia bow nod tickling arrow, too ; 

Plump ! a lover ahe feels ao queer, 

Shot throDgh her heart and into her mam 

Bum and ^dgeU^, 

Night and daj. 
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Bosom fluttering, 

Soft words uttering, 

Looking drearily, 

Wishing cheerily, 
All for her favourite Captain Somebody 1 

Quick eloping 

(Pleasures hoping), 
To Gretna she flies with Captain Somebody ! 

Glad she's pinning, 

Winning, 

Grinning, 

Hoaxing, 

Coaxing Captain Somebody ! 

FOUBTH AOE. 
[2Vw*— "Tyrolese Song of Liberty."] 
Then a happy bride just married. 

Merrily, oh ! merrily, oh f 
Glad she hasn't longer tarried, 

Merrily, oh ! merrily, oh ! 
She fancies never-ending rapture 
Is to attend her through life's chapter. 
And ev'ry fun be onward carried, 

Merrily, oh ! merrily, oh I 

Duller ends the week than funny, 

Terrible, oh ! terrible^ oh I 

Bride is sick of matrimony, 

Terrible, oh I terrible, oh i 

She finds the honeymoon is changing. 

She finds her husband fond of ranging. 

And honeymoon^s not all honey. 

Terrible, oh ! terrible, oh 1 

FIFTH AGE. 

[Tttwe— " Malbrook."] 

Then the tormented mother. 
In everlasting pother. 
About some ill or o\.VieT, 
Befalling her youtv^ \>t^\)% \ 
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A weary life she leads, 

As ill to ill succeeds — 
Two sickly children squalling, 
One out of window falling, 
And half-a-dozen bawling 
Of gripes and scratching cats. 

SIXTH AGE. 
\iTune—** Oh, dear, what can the matter be ? **] 
Oh, dear, what is the matter now ? 
Dear, dear, what is the matter now ? 
Oh, dear, what is the matter now ? 

In widow's weeds she looks so sad. 
ATI day a strong onion promotes the tears pouring, 
With dry eyes all night she is pleasantly snoring, 
A husband who down his throat's drink ever pour- 
ing, 
Can't make any sohev dame glad. 

BRYBNTH A6B. 

ITune—** Oh, rest thee, babe."] 

Last enters poor Granny, 

Bat not to last long; 
For her faculties leave her. 
And leave her no tongue. 
But yet her tongue's loss 
Granny qwtetly brooks, 
!For when that departs, 
She departs off the hooks. 
Oh, grandmother, grandmother ! rest your old clay, 
So good by for ever ! farewell ! well-a-day ! 

FINALE. 
[Ttme"** Here's a health to all good lasses."] 
Thus ends my old woman's story, 
Of sweet woman, man's best gloiy. 
For 'tis she that blesses life. 

Woman ev'ry grief assuages, 
Soothes our cares in &U Uer ages. 
Whether widow, maii^, ot mlft\ 



I» 
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ME. LOWE AND MISS CUNDY; 

OB, 

CUTTING TOE-NAILS ON A SUNDAY. 
Thokas HiroBOK.] [Tuntf—" Michael Wiggina. 

A BFBUCB linen-draper, one Mr. John Lowe, 

Walked out in Hyde Park one Sunday ; 
His dress was the pink of the fashion and go. 

When he met with the charming Miss Cundy ; 
Her beautiful eyes took him quite by surprise. 

And so queer was the state he felt in ; 
He tried all in vain to tell her his pain, 

For his heart was really a melting. 
But, alas ! who can look into Fate's book of laws ? 

Mr. Lowe would have mai-ried Miss Cundy ; 
He lost her ! he lost her ! and only because 

He cut his toe nails on a Sunday I 



The next time he met her, his love he made known. 

Her person he thought all perfection ; 
He press'd her with speed to be bone of his bone, 

She blush'd and — had no objection : 
He gaily did sing, went and purchased the ring, 

Ajnd the next Sunday' was the bespeak day : 
For that day would chime, and agree with his time. 

Much better than having a week day. 

But alas, &c. 

On the blest Sunday morning he got up with glee, 

(Little thinking what mischief was hatching,) 
Took out his pen-knife with his toes to make free, 

At night to prevent them from scratching ; 
But the knife slipt and gave his great toe such a 
wound, 

(Sweet wedlock there's surely a fate in,) 
He could not put it at all to the ground. 

Though he knew sweet Miaa Cmh^^ ^•«^'& ^^\>i>»5j»» 
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Oh, words can't describe all his trouble and woe, 

Only think of his sad situation ! 
A surgeon was sent for who dressed his great toe^ 

And talked about amputation : 
Laid up for a month while Miss Gundy so smart, 

Disappointed of having this short knight, 
Without delay got her another sweetheart. 

And married in less than a fortnight. 
So, young men, if love has got into your head, 

Itecollect Mr. Lowe and Miss Gundy ; 
And whatever you do before you get wed. 

Never cut your toe nails on a Sunday ! 



OH ! MY LOVE'S DEAD. 

West. J IMusie by W. Wmt. 

As I vos a Talking down by the sea-shore, 

Vere the vinds, and the vaves, and the vaters did roar, 

Vith the vinds, and the vaves, and the vaters all 

round, 
I heard a young maid, making sorrowful sound — 
Singing, "0-o-o-o-h, my love's dead ! 

Him I adore, and I never, 
No never, shall see my love more ! " 

(Chorus repeated.) 

She'd a voice like a nightingale, and a skin like a dove. 
And the song wot she sung'd was consarning of love ; 
I ax'd her to marry myself, could she please ? 
But her answer vos, *' No ! for my love's in the 



seas " — 



Singing, 0-o-o-o-h, &c. 



I said I had silver, and gold, too, beside, 
In a cutch and six horses and me she should ride — 
" No^ I never vill mari*y nor be any man's vife, 
^ut I'll mourn for my true love, as long as I've 
Ufe "— 



THE enteetaiwee's song book. 19 

Then sbe stretched forth her arms, and she gave a 

great leap, 
From the rocks vot vos high, to the seas vot vos deep ; 
Saying, * ' The shell of the hoyster shall make me my 

bed. 
And the shrimps of the sea shall swim over my head" — 

Singing, 0-o-o-o-h, &c. 



Now ev*ry night since, just as eight bells is seen, 
Ven the moon shines so vite on the seas vot's so 

green. 
The two constant lovyers, in all their young charms, 
HoUing over the laves, lucked in each other's arms. 
Singing, *' 0-o-o-o-h, my love's dead! 

Whom I adore, 
And ve never, no never, 
Shall part any more.** 
(Spoken.) Yes, there they are, rolling over and over, 
and singing — Oo-o-o-h, &c. 



JUDY'S EEPLY TO BAENEY 
BRALLAGHAN. 

W. Weight.] ITune—" Barney Brallaghan's Courtship." 

Ofl, stay, m}' darling Barney, 

I've listened to your wailings, 
You've touch'd me wid your blarney, 

So step this side o' the palings ; 
I'll ope the cabin door, 

To sl)elter you from the storm, 
And turn the fire o'er 

To keej) your cockles warm. 
You did say 

You wanted Judy Callaghan, 
So you may 
Make me "^VTO. ■^x^sJ^^^'^i:^^' ^ 
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IVe ducks, as you may see, 

Two hens and a game cock, 
A bran span new dudee 

For us to have a shock ; 
A pig that's very fat, 

A crimson pair of mittens, 
And a female lady cat, 

So we shall have some kittens. 

You did say, &c. 

See there's a frying-pan, 

And a p£ln to warm the bed ; 
A Bummer^s Sunday fan. 

And barley to make some bread ; 
Two ould chairs and a table. 

That you know's a pair, 
Outside the door a stable. 

To lodge the old grey mare. 

You did say, &;c. 

I've got a large straw bed, 

Eggs and bacon for frying ; 
Some herrings that are red, 

That's up the chimney drying; 
I've got a musical ear. 

In fiddling I take a delight. 
So, honey, don't ye fear. 

But I'll fiddle from morn to night. 

You did say, &c» 

A neat brass lamp for hall, 

A save-all, stick, and candle ; 
A jug that's had a fall, 

And a pump without a handle ; 
A beautiful china teapot, 

Likewise a fork for toasting ; 
And a oven ready hot, 

For paratees to be »i Toaa\.vft^. 
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A Turkey carpet I'm making 

Of rushes from the bog ; 
A tub that's always leaking, 

And a terrier spaniel dog ; 
I've water, towel, and bason, . 

For you to wash your head, 
A glass to see your face in, 

Before you go to bed. You did say, &c. 

Besides all these, IVe got 
Some money little store, 
Buried in an iron pot 

Beneath the cabin floor ; 
Ah ! yonder comes the priest, 

Together he'll unite us, 
We'll give the pig a feast, 
And let the moon benight us. 

You did say, &c. 
Be easy, Barney, pray, 

'Tis the money makes you caper ; 
We'll bribe the priest, I say, 

Then he'll marry us the cheaper ; 
Besides our sins forgive. 

And send us best of weather — 
So, long as we may live. 

We'll put our traps together. 
Then I'll be 

Mrs. Barney BruUaghan, 
Latterly 
The maiden Judy Callaghan. 



THE WOELD IN THE MOON. 

Chaslxs DiBDnr *> ( Tune-^** The Irish 

theYoanger. J (. Newsman." 

This world's very wide, strange its bulls and itsu 

blunders. 
Its freaks and its fashions, and comical jokes ; 
But if you would hear of a "world iwW o^ "w«tAw%^ 
Come list while I sing of some com\e«\ W^%\ 
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Munchausen he told of these wonderful people, 
Who for a stage coach iraveird in a balloon, 
Then hung up his horse on the top of a steeple. 
And went to take tay wid de man in de moon. 

CHORDS. 

Sing philliluh 1 diimendo ! whiskey and taters ; 
As sure as St. Paddy kissM EUen-a-roon ; 
Not Ireland itself, that swate broth of all craters, 
Can show half the likes of the world in tho moon. 

Don't think I am given to bounce and to vapour. 
There devil a soul like a Christian is born, 
For fops they sow gingerbread nuts and gilt paper, 
And grow folks in fields, as we tnmips and corn. 
From oaks they get patriots, and soldiers, and sailors ; 
From spits and ragmops, cooks and housewives ensure ; 
Their brambles grow bailiffs, and cabbages tailors. 
Their nettle forestallers, and hemp brings their cure. 

PhiUUuh, &c. 

Then they've each a back door in their bosom so 

funny, 
Where they put in their victuals, and whiskey, and 

wine ; 
And you'd think that to live wouldn't cost them much 

money, 
Since it's but once a month they sup, breakfast, and 

dine ; 
Yet their meals would with wonder fill north, east, 

west, south full. 
They wine drink by hogsheads, and porter by butts. 
And they'll whip up an elephant clean at a mouthful, 
And crocodiles crack, as a squirrel cracks nuts. 

And sing, &c. 

Tien a man can his head on and off screw at pleasure, 
A.nd tbat*8 quite convanient, because if he'd roam, 
'Tis but hkving his head to take ca^T© olV\% V«i^\ire^ 
-4.Dd tell all the people he isn't a.\.\ioTsv?> \ 
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And then they can do, to astonish beholders, 
What all our philosophers can't for their lives, 
Can put an old head on a young pair of shoulders, 
And good women make, when they please, of tlicir 
wives. PhilUluh, &c. 



THE PARTY OF A. B. C. 

[Thomas Hxtdson.] 

Messbs. a, B, and G, being cbaractera known 

To children quite small, and to those larger grown. 

Invited the alphabet once, great and small. 

To supper and cards, and a bit of a ball : — 

A undertook the amusements in store ; 

B bak*d the buns, the while chalk'd the floor ; 

C sent round the circulars, all postage free. 

To come to the party of great A, B, C. 

The first note they wrote, and had sent, was to D ; 

But D was a dunce and forgot A, B, ; 

Useless he tried to decipher the letter. 

So took it to £, as £ could read better ; 

E told him all E desired to know. 

And F, coming in, felt inclined, too, to go ; 

So D, E, and F, in one coach got all thr«e, 

To join in the party of great A, B, 0. 

G drove a gig with H over a hill, 

I soon did join them, and J with his Jill ; 

K said 'twas killing to drive cattle fast, 

L much lamented for fear he'd be last ; 

M said of money his wife had a store, 

N counted all the N's at the bam deor ; 

In mirth and good humour they all joined with glee^ 

To join the grand pai-ty of great A, B^ C. 

owed so much, he was fearful to go ; 
P had his head powdered like an old beau ; 
Q quick equipped, wore a little pig IbaV, 
At which Mr, It did much raHVf &iid.T^\ 
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S in sad sileuce sat still as a doD, 
The while to keep up wit' them T trotted o*« ; 
In mirth and good humour they chatted with glee; 
To join the grand party of great A, B, G. 

To vary the journey Y went in a van ; 

TJ, though uuwillingly, by the same plan ; 

And while of the weather they wisely did talk, 

W wore out his shoes by the walk ; 

X croes'd his path, and did look cross and grim, 

And Y said pray Y did they not stay for him ; 

But in mirth and good humour they chatted with glee. 

To join the grand party of great A, B, G. 



EMIGEATIOlsr. 

J. 0. Datidbov.] [J. MOHBO 

IJfurie at JoBH Shbphsbd's.] 

All you whose minds are bent on straying, 

Listen now to .-.^hat Tm saying ; 

Whilst I without exaggeration, 

Belate the joys of emigration. 

If England causes many a nettler. 

You'll find Swan Biver quite a settler ; 

And though they boast it has no equal, 

Hear the facts, and judge the sequel. 
Listen, folks of ev*ry station, 
These are the joys of emigration. 

Cpon the island first appearing, 
Your piece of land requires some clearing ; 
And ere the place is fit to stop in. 
You must for months the trees be chopping. 
Around a fire, at night, you're hov'ring, 
Your clothes, the chief part of your covVing; 
As dozing, then, you dream of liches, 
A. crocodile seizes vou by the breeches. 
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You hungry wake, and fis you peck first, 
A kangaroo walks in to breakfast ; 
You feel aggrieved and take his love ill. 
So beat his brains out with a shovel. 
Upon the instant that you're a victor, 
In walks his friend, a boa constrictor ; 
Who, just to prove no manners has he got. 
Bolts your toast, then swallows your teapot. 

Listen, folks, &c. 

The g^und all clear that you'd to cut oo, 
You choose a spot and build a but on ; 
Tour seed you sow, and ere *tis barrM in, 
Wild men come and spoil your garden. 
With gun you put them all to flight, then, 
For which they fire your hut at night, then ; 
And though your body gets no hurt on, 
You're glad to get out with your shirt on. 

Listen, folks, &c. 

Deprived of house, of bed, and bedding, 
Without a home to put your head in ; 
You 'gin to grieve that you're a rover, 
And curse the ship that brought you over. 
As 'neath the trees that form your vistas, 
Sandflies cover you with blisters ; 
When to your wife, should you them show, you, 
You're such a guy, she would not know you. 

Listeu, folks, &c. 

You lose in drowsiness your horrors, 
And for awhile forget your sorrows ; 
You dream you've wed a higher class in, 
And that your honeymoon is passing. 
*Boat half asleep and very drowsy, 
You fancy you're embraced by spousy ; 
In love you wake, a perfect Hannvb^l^ 
And Bnd yoa're hugg'd tigViVi V>^ «i c'Blwx^'jJSu 
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Now having passed a year or two tbere^ 
With still the same dull dreary view there. 
You find 'tis but a galling fetter. 
Without a chance of getting better. 
You then take stock, to judge quite willing. 
And find you're minus every shilling ; 
When quite enraged at being worsted. 
You curse the place and leave disgusted. 

Listen, folks, &c. 



I'M A GENT 1 I'M A GENT ! 

J. SxiBLnra CoYxni.] [Musio hj Hknbt Bitsssll. 

I'M a gent, Fm a gent, Fm a gent ready made, 
I roam through the Quadrant and Lowther Arcade ; 
I'm a registered swell — from the head to the toe, 
I wear a moustache, and a light paletot. 

Fve a cane in my hand, and a glass in my eye^ 
And I wink at the gals — demme ! as they go by. 
Then lor 1 how they giggle to win my r^^s, 
And I hear them all say, '^He's a gent in the 
Guarda." 

Pm a gent, &c. 

Fm a gent, I*m a gent, in the Regent Street stj^le, 
Examine my wes'ket, and look at my tile ; 
There are gents — I dare say — who are handsomer far. 
But none who can puff with such ease a cigar. 

I'm a gent, &c. 

I can sing a flash song, I can blow on the horn, 
I like sherry cobblers, I'm fond of Cremorne ; 
J Jove the ceiiarius, the polka I dance^ 
'A.nd Tm rather attached to — a pai\.^ — iio\sv Ecance. 
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J gal I adore — \a a creature divine, 
ugh dev'lishly partial to lobsters and wine ; 
was struck with my figure — and caught — ^with a 

hook, 
I took her to visits ''my unde, the Duke." 

I'm a gent, I'm a gent, &c. 



LOVE-SICK WILLY. 

vncoirs.] [ Tmu—** Waahing day ." 

One Willy Wright, who kept a store, 

But nothing kept therein, 
Save earthen jugs, and some few kegs 

Of whisky, ale, and gin — 
Grew sick, and often would exclaim, 

** Oh, iiow my poor heart burns !" 
And every week the poor man lived, 

He had his weakly turns. 

Now, when they saw him thus decline, 

Some said that death must come ; 
Sonie wondered what the ail could be. 

Some said his ail was rum ! 
At last the very cause was knowa 

Of every pang he felt ; 
Remote, at one end of the town, 

JMiss Martha Townsend dwelt. 

A portly, love-resisting dame, 

Coutemptoous, proud, and haughty ; 
But yet, though ** fat, and forty," too, 

She was not two-and-forty. 
And Willy long had sought and sigh*d, 

To gain this pretty maid ; 
"I have no trade," said Vie, " «o^ «vxx^^ 

My lov9 can't be betr&yd.* 

02 
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To Martha, then, he trembling went, 

And said, ** Aiy dear, 'tis true. 
Though I have nothing in my store, 

I've love in store for you. 
And if thou wilt, thou may*st become — ^" 

But here his tongue was tied ; 
And then she bridled up, and said, 

She ne'er would be his bride. 

Then, turning Willie out of doors. 

She said, "Go, go along; 
I hate the man who's always Wright, 

Yet always doing wrong. " 
" I leave you then," said he ; " farewell ! 

Of peace I'm now bereft; 
If I am always wrigbt and wrong. 

You must be right — and left." 



A NATIONAL BEEE SONG. 

From « Punchinello."] { ^^^'J^Jlll^. 

Building of schools. 

To teach coves the rules 
Of morality, seems very queer — 

While you try all the time 

To incite 'em to crime. 
By depriving poor men of their beer. 
From the tax you put upon beer ; 
By this new excise duty on beer. 

What ills will arise 

We don't dare to surmise. 
If you rob a poor man of his beer. 

Learning to spell 
Is all very well. 
And the fountain of knowledge flows clear ; 
But how do you think 
Tb&t a fellow^B to dnnV. 
Of that fountain, vhen\oii^giw\i^x\ 
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For scholarship's nothing to beer, 
And the best of all teachers is beer ; 

Men from ABC turn, 

And their letters they learn 
From the X's on' barrels of beer. 

The patriot's zeal 

Is agreeable to feel. 
And men, who their country hold dear, 

Will sabmit to her laws, 

And will fight in her cause, 
Bui they love her for sake of her beer ; 
And they'll 6ght in defence of their beer ; 
And the foe they'll demolish for beer. 

But they wont care the least 

For affairs in the East^ 
If the (y)ea8t makes a rise in their beer. 

Our beer to forego. 

Would certainly throw 
The machine of the State out of gear ; 

For all engines are spoiled, 

Unless constantly oiled, 
And we lubricate ours with beer ; 
And all would go wrong without beer ; 
Society would not cohere ; 

Revolutions ensue, 

As they constantly do. 
In nations that haven't got beer. 

Then, oh 1 if you'd see 

Our people still free 
And happy, this warning pray hear ; 

You may tax what you please— 

Our sugars, our teas — 
But beware how you tamper with beer ; 
For the national safeguard is beer. 
To the butts rusheth each Volunteer ! 

So look out, we'd advise. 

For squalls, if you trvea 
To rob a poor man of Y\ia beet. 



>» 
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THE HISTOEY OF THE WOELD. 

Anonymous.] [IVt««— ** Bow, wow, wow.' 

I'm Father Time, and in my prime, though ancient as 

the universe ; 
And this my rhyme, if not sublime, at least shall be 

no puny verse : 
An ancient string of facts I bring, but such that Peter 

Cunningham, 
Whose blithe hesurt shrinks from Birch and Hinckes, 

shall never dream of shunning 'em. 

In days long gone, the Mastodon — a beast no man 

could tackle well, 
With hop, skip, jump, from Aldgate pump would hie 

him down to Shacklewell ; 
And Tiilobites, on moonlight nights, might oft the 

Ichthyosaurus see. 
With Belemnites and other frights, on the ground we 

now before us see. 

At length I thought their death I'd wrought, and never 

dream'd researches on 
The funny ways of other days, by Cuvier and Mur- 

cbison, 
Would sliow mankind I*d once a mind within my maw 

to cram o' nights, 
Iguanodons, broiled Mammoth's bones, and fricasees 

of Ammonites. 

But not to bore you any more with Prsediluvian Chro- 
nicles, 
We'll speak upon the days when On owned priests in 

full canonicaLs ; 
When mortals saem'd ao though they deem'd, since 
how they must at any rate. 
No God at all could be too axnaJH or mean for them to 
venerate. 
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Newts, geese, and rata, hawks, owls, and batB> had 

each their Hieropolis, 
And raining frogs, or cats and dogs, brought gods to 

some metropolis. 
One pioas crowd to onions bow'd ; strong garlic 

sway*d some coteries ; 
And sacred leeks made tearfal cheeks, if dosely viewed 

by TOtaries. 

The crocodile forsook his Nile to dwell in priests^ re- 
fectories, 

And crown their zeal at every meal, by eating up his 
sectaries : 

The young spring lamb about his dam might gamble 
every minute — ^he 

Need ne'er suspect they'd e'er connect mint sauce 
with his divinity. 

And bulls none bought to eat^ but thought, "At 

Memphis, in a cattle show, 
When Apis dies, to take the prize, this beast all sleek 

and fat Til show." 
But Amun, Ba, Osiris, Phtha, Thoth, Isis, Elneph, and 

Anubis, 
I swamp'd awhile, and made the Nile prosaic as the 

Danube is ; 

Sand hid from risk each obelisk, each monolith, and 

pyramid. 
And monarchs lay, concealed from day, with courtly 

mummies near 'em hid. 
Thus, too, I said, " I must have laid enough of earth 

on Nineveh, 
Semiramis shall be, I wis, .as much a myth as 

Guinever ; 

Whate'er their store of written lore, pictorial or cunei- 
form, 

0n0 general pall shall cover all with daxksLflfiSk ^Ja&s^ 
Mid uuiform ;'' 
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So, o^er the heaps where Ninus sleeps, and o'er what 
once was Babylon, 

" Shoot rubbish here I" I wrote, to cheer the dirt-col- 
lecting rabble on. 

But when the feat appear'd complete, and Misraim's 
quaint monstrosities, 

And Assur's, too, were hid, a crew, agog for curiosi- 
ties, 

Kush'd in with pick and spade, and quick (success in 
guilt confirming *em), 

From onches, rings, and torques of kings, got neat 
designs for Birmingham. 

Such bowls as those which Flamens chose to quaff, 

when gravely muttering 
Their sacred spells, your Oopelaud sells to cool plebeian 

butter in. 
As if my care from upper air had shut them all and 

hidden 'em 
In that snug berth, that mother Earth might keep *em 

safe for Sydenham. 



LAEEY M'HALE. 

[Ch^blxs Ixybr.] 

Oh! Larry M'Hale he had little to fear, 
And never could want when the crops didn't fail; 

HeM a house and demesne and eight hundred a year. 
And the heart for to spend it, had Larry M*Hale ! 

The soul of a party — ^the life of a feast, 

And an illigant song he could sing, 1*11 be bail; 

He would ride with the rector, and drink with the 
priest. 
Oh 1 the broth of a boy was old Larry M'Hale. 

It's little he cared for the judge or recorder, 

J3ja house was as big and as strong as a jail ; 
Wi'tli a cruel four-pounder, he kept jdl in great order, 
^e'd murder the country, "wo\x\d.\«xrj "ML'^iXa, 
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He'd a blunderbuss too ; of horse- pistols a pair ; 

But bis favourite weapon was always a fli*il : 
I wish you couid see how he'd empty a fair, 

For he handled it nately, did Larry M *Haie. 

His ano^tors was kings before Moses wa? bora, 
His mother descended from great Grana Uaile ; 

He laughed all the Blakes and the Frenches toTBcorn : 
They were mushrooms compared to old Larry 
M'Hale. 

He sat down every day to a beautiful dinner. 
With cousins and uncles enough for a tail ; 

And, though loaded with debt, oh ! the devil a thinner 
Could law or the sheriff make Larry M*£Ule. 

With a larder supplied, and a cellar well stored. 
None lived half so well from Fair- Head to Kinsale, 

And he piously said, " I*ve a plentiful board. 
And the Lurd he is good to old Larry M'Hale. 

So fill up your glass, and a high bumper give him, 
It's little we'd care for the tithes or repale; 

For ould £rin would be a fine country to live in, 
If we only had plenty like Larry M'Hale. 



JOLTERING GILES. 

CHABLSS DlIDIir.] [IfMMcbjDlBDXV. 

Hark ! with what glee yon merry down 

Beasons, remarks, and sows ; 
To pain and care alike unknown. 

He whistles as be goes. 
From Nature's lore to reason taught, 

He knows not subtle rules, 
But ventures oft some p\l\i^ \.\iQ\x^V 

That might instruct the Bc\i.cvc^A. 

Z 
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'^This ground's just like the world," cries h^ 

"And tfaezam zeeds its cares ;" 
"How's that V* cries one — " Why, can'te zee 

As I be a zowing o' tares ?*' 
Taw law rum low, de lo, de lo : 
For drill, or broadcast, none do know 
Better than jolt'ring Giles to zow : 
Be 't beans, or wheat, or whuts, or rye. 
Or barley, you mun come to I, 
Taw luU druU, lull druU, li. 

Thus joU'ring Giles, the merry clown, 

Keasons, remarks, and sows ; 
To pain and care alike unknown, 

He whistles as he goes. 
One day some dashing spritrs came by, 

Imported neat from town ; 
As they pass'd on, Giles heard them cry — 

**I say, let*s quiz the down 1" 
And just as they their fun began. 

An ass was lieard to bray — 
"Ichaw!"— "Here, fellow, clown !"— "Anonl 

One at a tim^ zur, pray.*' 
'* We reap the fruit of all that*s sown 

By fellows of your stamp ;" 
** That's very likely, zur, I own, 

Vor I be a zowing o' hamp !" Taw law, &o, 

A vrend to all the country round, 

My labours all regale : 
'Twas I the barley put i' the oround, 

That brew'd th' exciseman's ale ; 
The wheat I zow with even hand 

To thousands shall give bread : — 
Why, there's no king or 'squire o* the land 

Zo many mouths ha' ved. 
I zaves zum zouIr, vor aught I know — 

If bow tiiou'dst wish to lam — 
The tithe of ev'ry grain 1 20w 
Ooes to the parson's bam. Ivw ^aw , ^^» 
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But what at last be all my paius ? 

Just like to wheat or rye, 
A man comes vorward, counts his gains, 

And holds his head up high : 
And scarcely vull and ripe he's grown. 

However great he be. 
Death with his zickle cuts un down, 

And there be an end o' he ! 
Zo, while a body's here below, 

Clean hands be sure to keep ; 
Vor, zure as death, as we do zow 

We zartainly shall reap ! Taw law, &c. 



THE TAPPINGTON WITCHES ! 

Jomr IiABBur.] ITutu—" Qood St. Anthony." 

Bob Gilpin resided in Tappington town, 

And though he a citizen was of renown, 

The neighbours around respected him not. 

He was too fond of dipping his mug in the pot. 

Guzzling and romping was ever this blade, 

With lilies that didn't stand nice to a shade ; 

Although this deceiver a sweetheart had he. 

Whom he solemnly promised to make Mrs. G. 

Now Bobin Gilpin one night had made 

An assignation with Gertrude Slade, 

'Neath the tiysting tree by the abbey ruin. 

Not dreaming of course that a storm was brewing. 

But Gkrtrude to go was very unwilling, 

For the rain fell in drops the size of a shilling ; 

So she took off her hat and mantle again — 

*' He'll never expect me," says she, '* in this ndn." 

Now Bobin looks east, and Bobin looks west. 
For the smart little lassie he says he loves best ; 
He stood till he trembled with cold and fright, 
When he spies in the ruins a twinkling light. 
With a hop, two skips, and a ^Mm^^^ ^sA^T^k^^ 
Bob attaida within the porUl ^^iXq. 
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Tliere were witches fearful sitting within — 
Two were as old and as ugly as sin ; 
But the third was young and passing hJTf 
With coal-black eyes and raven hair. 
As each one sat in tha|i haunted room, 
In each one's hand was a long bh*oh bFoom— 
On each one^s nob was a sugar-loaf hat — 
On each one's knee was a large black cat — 
" Now riddle me right," says old Goody Jon6«| 
" What footsteps dare tread over these stones !" 

Then np spoke young Madge Gray so clear — 

"Robin Gilpin is welcome here I 

So tread we a measure aloud," quoth the, 

" Roving Rob, will you dance with me ?'* 

"Ay, lassie !" quoth Rob, as her hand he gripes, 

*' Though the devil himself were blowmg the pipes 

Now around they go, around and around, 

With a hop, skip, jump, and a frolicsome bound; 

'Yon would actually swear that Mounseer Gilbert, 

Or Taggerlioni was capering there. 

Says Goody Price, ** Now riddle roe right, 

Where shall we sup this ftolicsome night ? 

I have it ! The vicar keeps excellent wine, 

And a capital larder of turkey and chine ; 

So mount your broomsticks without deUy, 

Hey up the chimney ! away ! away I** 

Now old Goody Price mounts hers in a trice — 
At showing her legs she's not over nice — 
And old Goody Jones — all skin and bones — 
Follows like vinking. Away go the crones ! 
Knees and nose in a line with their toes, 
Stack on their brooms like so many Ducrows. 
Latest and last the young witch pass'd, 
Tjbe glare of her coalbhidc eye she cast, 
And Jaugbmg loud, as she B&\d \\\V.Vi ytV^e, 
*- -^bin, dear, will yon ride vriV.Vime'V^* 



THE ENTERTAINEE'S BONO BOOK. 37 

He seizes and mounts a broomstick too, 

Crying, **Blackeye8, I'll ride to the devil with 

you I" 
It*s a very fine thing, on a fine day in Juna^ 
To ride through the air in a Nassau balloon ; 
But a regular broomstick is best, I must say. 
When, IOlo Robin Gilpin, you've nothing to pay. 

Though the vicar^s walls are lofty and thick, 

The copings are stone and the sides are bride ; 

The chimney-pot is open to view, 

So down on their broomsticks the party flew. 

The great house-dog begins to quail. 

Between his hind legs droops his tail. 

Yet down in the pantry the kit of 'era go, 

And carry the grub to the cellar below. 

Oh, 'twas a scrumptious sight to view. 

In the snug little cellar the frolicsome crew ; 

Old Goody Jones, she couldn't touch bonea» 

She might as well mumble a parcel of stones : 

She'd no teeth — so a pudding of marrow and plums 

TTas the dish that suited her blessed old gums ; 

While Madge Gray squinted at Robin so sly, 

With his heart full of love, and his mouth full of pie. 

And now the wine cup passes round. 

Toasts and sentiments rebound, 

So Rob gives a toast in a bumper of wine — 

" Success to Old Noah, who planted the vine I" 

Oh then what a sneezing, a coughing, and wheezing 

Took place in a way that seem'd not over pleasing. 

Goody Price, Goody Jones, and the pretty Madge 

Gray, 
Seem'd as though the liquor had gone the wrong 

way. 
But the best of the joke, the moment Rob spoke, 
As by mentioning Noah some spell had been brokft % 
Every soul in the house ivoVe, «ft^ \««cv»%^^^sse^ 
Made sure that a reg*mettioi lYw'q^'tiWJJJgggSi 
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So they made a rush od each chittle and chattel. 
And straightway prepared for a general battle. 
Up jampM the cook and caught hold of the spit 1 
Up jump'd the g^om and seized bridle and bit ! 

Up jump'd the gardener, and 8houlder*d his spade I 
Up jump*d the scullion, the footman, and maid 1 
The two last occasioned some very rude mockings. 
Because on their legs they had each other^s stock- 
ings. 
With a yell and a shriek, and a hullabaloo. 
Bang up the chimney the witehes all flew, 
Leaving Bobin behind to pay their bill — 
And they didn't forget to give him a pill. 
From this hour Bobin's an alter'd man, 
Buns home to his lodgings as fast as he can ; 
Sticks to his trade and marries Miss Slade, 
And never runs after a witoh or a maid. 
So remember my tale, and its moral likewise : 
Don't flirt with young ladies with coal-black eyes ; 
Don't meddle with broomsticks ; egad, if you do^ 
Old Nick some fine morning will nick hold of you. 



MECHANICAL ACADEMICS. 

W. T. MoHOMBM.] lAir—" Mr. Simpkina.* 

Oh, Time ! how strange thy changes — 

Learning's now become mech<anical ; 
Scientific men and scholars 

Are seized with a sudden panic all. 
The lower classes in the dassic art 

Are 7)enn2^- trating low ; 
And opei^ative learning has 

So woi'k'd its way, it's all the go / 

Tol lol lol, / 

Now, thanks to '* Penny Beadings" 

And Mechanics* InstitutionSy 
The state of things are turning 
i/pside dotoi^ by resolutions. 
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Plain speaking now is banished quite. 

All patter metaphorical ; 
Each dirty court is styled r place, 

In manner a^/€^gorical ! 

Tol lol lol, &c 

Our workmen, novr, all leave their work 

For verse, without apology ; 
Now, if you twice your 'prentice teach. 

He'll tell you 'tis iaught-ologj. 
Our journeymen, while walking, 

Are all studying ^oe-pography ; 
And all who sell last dying speeches, 

Prate about ^«^-ography. 

Tol lol lol, &c. 

The barber takes you by the nose, 

And talks about ConJb-ology ; 
While warehousemen, in Thames-street, 

Are adepts in Crane-iology. 
While mendicants and paupers, 

Quite consistent in their actions. 
While breaking stones upon the road, 

Still practise Vulgar Fractions. 

Tol lol lol, &c. 

Undertakers, o'er their coffins, 

The dead languages are studying ; 
While dustmen, with the ground- work 

Of the arts, their brains are muddying. 
Clerks, with Pestalozzian systems 

Pester us in lectures prolix — 
E'en waggoners, who up hill go. 

Are thinking of ffigh-draw-Wca. 

Tol lol lol, &c. 

O'er the sky blue, milkmen, turning pale. 

While studying astronomy. 
Call pouring on the mUlci) 'wa'\|, 

Political Economy. 
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Our gardeners cube roots extract, 
Tired of earth's dull monotony. 

And leave to those who' re bawling greening 
The genteel art of Botany. 

Tol lol lol, ko. 

Innkeepers practise double entry, 

Just to keep things agoing ; 
And carpenters and sawyers 

Are in Zo^-arithms knowing. 
Bricklayers' laborers, to make discoveiiee, 

On their Poles are stopping ; 
And butchers, o'er their blocks, 

With hie, luBC, hoc, are logic chopping, 

Tol lol, lol, &c. 

Among our sweeps, the climbing boys 

Are, in their garrets, aitic aU, 
Whilst catsmeat-sellers, from their cellars, 

Answer most c2o^-maticdl. 
O^er their barrows feel the buyer's pulse, 

And bawl quite oratorical — 
Of their Jarroii;- meters talking, 

In manner quite ca^-egorical. 

Tol lol lol, &C 

Now tailors learn subiractionf 

For no sUly-giam standing ; 
While cobblers labour to improve 

The human understanding. 
With compound intei'est in perspective,- 

Money lenders traffic all — 
And ostlers, all their horses, for the road 

Clean <3rco-grufficaL 

Tol lol lol, &c. 

Thus knowledge now so common is. 
In vain our wits would shirk us — 
TJie Arts are bound appvenlicea, 
^ Science now*s brougVit to \.\ift "wot^w^s^. 
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And learning is so cheap, 

No barber's clerk complains of scarcity — 
Saint Giles will have its College, 

Tooley-street its University. 

Tol lol lol, kc. 



QUEER, BOYS, QUEER! 

FABODT ON " CHEEB, BOYS, CHBEB." 

[W. Hbbbbbt.1 

JBEB, boys, queer, is this happy land we live in, 
D«ar, boys, dear, for everything you pay ; 
leer, boys, queer, are the salaries they're giving, 
It's such a happy land, that I mean to cut away, 
illing and tugging, one against the other ; 
Living from hand to mouth, working might and 

main : 
scramble for food, brother against brother, 
Lots of hard labour, and very little gain. 
Queer, bo} j, queer, is this happy land we live In, 

Dear, boys, dear, for everything you pay ; 
Queer, boys, queer, are the salaries they're giving, 

It's such a happy land, that I mean to cut away. 

.eer, boys, queer, is all the food we're buying, 
A. compound of filth you swallow every day ; 
cm here, boys, here, I think there's no denying, 
Qenuine good food hath for ever passed away, 
usages delightful, doctored in ** Sharp's Alley,'* 
Grood beef, no doubt, as any beef can be ; 
a] turpentine makes ** cream of the valley, " 
Birch-brooms and sloe-leaves make delicious tea. 

Queer, boys, queer, &c. 

eer, boys, queer, the clothes you cheap buy, those is 
Eteal rightdown rubbish made in a fashion gay ; 
sar, boys, fear, you all pay through your noses. 
For all such trash you buy ia bvit isiQ!i\«^ >iw\«'«tw 
away. 
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Grinding to death each half -starved, ill-paid tailor, 
Toiling and stitching from early niom till night, 

Scarce food to eat, however hard they labour, 
Railing at the hour when first they saw the %ht. 

Queer, boys, queer, &c. 

Queer, boys, queer, is the poor old curate's living, 

The hireling of fat vicars, who hold a despot sway ; 
Twenty pounds a year, and some cast-off clothes 
they're giving 
To a man with splendid talents, for our blessed souls 
to pray. 
Then they want to stop our chance of information. 
No Sunday papers— -ob, what a glaring shame i 
But if the people stand this cleric innovation. 
Then I can but say, they'll have themselves to 
blame. Queer^ boys, queer, kc. 

Then here, boys, here, I do not mean to tarry, 

Tethered with taxation, bound in every way ; 
It's such a happy land, that I*d pitch it to Old Harry, 

Vm going to the land where the golden nuggets lay ; 
Where every man*s well paid, if he will only labour, 

Reaping independence, which here he cannot gain ; 
No cause there for envy to your neighbour. 

For every hand that strives will gather golden 
grain. Queer, boys, queer, &c. 



A TEAVELLEE STOPT AT A WIDOW'S 

GATE. 

A TRAVELLER stopt at a widow's gate, 
She kept an inn, and he wanted to bait, 
But the widow she slighted her guest, 
For when Nature was mailing an ugly race, 
She certainly moulded the traveller's face 
Aa a sample for all tliQ xe^t. 
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The chambermaid*! Bides thej were ready to crack, 
When she saw his queer nose and the hump on his 
back; 

A hump isn't handsome, no doubt ; 
And though 'tis confess'd that the prejudice goes 
Very strongly in favour of wearing a nose, 

Tet a nose shouldn't look like a snou|. 

A bag full of gold on the table he laid ; 

T had a wondrous effect on the widow and maid ! 

And they quickly grew marvellous civil. 
The money immediately alter*d the case : 
They were oharm'd witii his hump, and his snout, and 
his face, 

Though he still might have frighten'd the deriL 

He paid like a prince ; gave the widow a smack ; 
And flopped on his horse, at the door, like a sack ; 

While the landlady, touching the chink, 
Cried ** Sir, should you travel this country again, 
I hear tily hope that the sweetest of men 

Wm 8to> at the widow's to drink." 



THE COBBLEE. 

A OOBBLSB there was, and he liv'd in a stall, 
Whioh served him for parlour, for kitchen, and hall ; 
No coin in his pocket, nor care in his pate. 
No ambition bad he, nor duns at his gate. 

Derry down, down, down, deny down. 

Contented he work'd, and he thought himself happy 
If at night he could purchase a cup uf brown nappy ; 
He'd laugh then and whittle, and sing too moat 

swe^ 
laying, " Just to a hair I' ve made boUx «Qk!^\s:t»^S.t ^ 



i 
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But Love, the disturber of high a^a of low« 
That shoots at the peasant as well as the beau ; 
He shot the poor cobbler quite into the heart, 
I wish he had hit some more ignoble part. 

Derry down, Sec 

It was from a cellar this archer did play, 
Where a buxom young damsel continually lay ; 
Her eyes shone so bright when she rose every day, 
That she shot the poor cobbler quite over the way. 

Deny down, &c 

He sang her love songs as he sat at his work. 
But she was as hard as a Jew or a Turk : 
Whenever he spoke, she would flounce and would 

flare, 
Which put the poor cobbler quite into despair. 

Derry down, &c. 

He took up his awl that he had in the world, 
And to make away with himself was resolved; 
He pierced through his body, instead of the sole ; 
So the cobbler he died, and the bell it did toll. 

Derry down, &c. 



THE ITALIAN LAKES AT A GLANCE. 

J. AsHBT Stbmit.] [-4tr— " Hunting the Hare.' 

On Lago Maggiore we lazily steaming are, 

'Midst monks, priests, and populace of every grade, 
'Neath unclouded weather blue languidly dreaming 
are. 
And the town of Luino we quickly have made ; 
Then with much pleasantry, pounced on by pea- 
santry, 
Who tbraab us by force in a shandramadan. 
W& start helter-akelier, to lay l\\«e ftiud swelter : 
We*rr off to Lagano as £aati as 'w^ caxv. 



I* 
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i the Lake of Lugano we're rippling, 
)oat like a hathing-macbine under weigh ; 
unge at our ease there, now lunching and tip- 
ling* 
w smoking and chattering — no time to stay — 

lon't bore ye, note Mount Salvadore, 
Bering o*er everything — noble and grand ; 
sooner than said, see, the 'bus from Porlezza, 
Lake Como will whbl you as soon as you land. 

I the blue lake, then, you go to Menaggio. 

1 villas and villages note as you sail ; 

}ut half an hour you land at Bellaggio — 

J Villa Serbelloni to see you wont fail — 

ps fish for cuj/onif chance if you bag any, 

&ir Marcionni you'll call if you stay ; 

t these rides unravelling, think this is fast 

ravelling, 

•ee very good sized lakes you've done in a day ! 



THIS I KNOW BY MY EEADING. 

J Hvoso v.] [ Tune—** Bartlemy Fair/* 

I HAVB read all Shakespeare's plays, 

For days, and days, and days ; 

He was forced to come up here. 

For stealing of a deer ; 

He quite lost his character. 

And so he turned an actor — 
Ul this I know by my reading. 

Ben Jonson in his prime. 

Was living at the time ; 

In complexion he was black, 

He loved a cup of sack. 

And Shakespeare and he 

Would drink it with gYee, 
ind all this I know by my T«sy^ii^. 
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DemostheneSy 

Socrates; 

Oato, 

Plato ; 

Ovid too, 

Comes to view, 

With his tricks, 

Youth to fix. 
Hiey down, oh down, deny, deny, down, 
AH this I know by my rearding. 

The books that I haye read, 
All stick fast in my head ; 
Lost Paradise by Milton, 
"Who was very fond of Stilton ; 
And Milton oysters came 
Entirely from his name. 
All this I know by ray reading. 

Then there's old Johnny Dryden, 
Each scholar takes a pride in ; 
Babelais and Chaucer, 
And Prior wrote paw, paw, sir ; 
'Twas very wrong to do so, 
Then there's Robinson Crusoe, 
And all this I know by my reading, 

Saved his neck 

From the wreck, 

On an island. 

Got on dry land ; 

Very tidy. 

His man Friday ; 

Canoes and boats. 

Guns and goats. 
Hey down, oh down, derry, derry, down. 
All this I know by my reading. 

Spenser, poems wrote. 
Though he didn't wear a coat ; 
Savage was a sad man, 
^at Lee was a madiuiKik \ 
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Pope's imaginations, 
Hervey's Meditations, 
k.nd fish sauce are proofs of my reading. 
Johnson's Dictionary, 
Songs by rhyming Carey ; 
Murphy's play and hroe, 
Butler s Hudibras, 
To learning was a stopper, 
For he died not worth a copper, 
Jid all this I know by my reading. 

Johnny G-ay 

Had his day ; 

Tommy Brown, 

On the town ; 

"Walter Raleigh, 

Always gaily, 

With his smoking, 

And his joking. . 
ley down, oh down, deny, derry, down, 
lU this I know by my reading. 

Then the French Voltaire, 
For morals did not care ; 
Sir Isaac Newton was a Jew, 
As his name must prove to you ; 
So we come by turns 
To Ramsay and to Bums, 
Lnd all this I know by ray reading. 
Cervantes lived in Spain, 
We sha'nt see his like again, 
For he is dead, alas ! 
So is poor Gil Bias, 
Join'd by Rod 'rick Random, 
Death did quite disband 'em, 
knd all this 1 know by my reading. 

'Along the modems, 

Many odd ones^ 

Cfiurley DlckexiB, 

Wrote PkkwiQk. ' unm \ 
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Bulwer Lytton, 

He*s a fit 'un ; 

Then Miss Bniddon, 

Not a bad ud. 
Hey down, oh 'iown, deny, derry, down. 
And all this I know by my reading. 



THE PEEFECT BOEE. 

J. E. ClspxvTXB.] [^Mutie by J. Blewi 

They say I am a perfect bore, 

And all I do they blame ; 
So I annoy them all the more, 

For I glory in the name. 
I growl — I grumble — 'tis my right, 

I've claimed it oft before ; 
And 80 Fll tell you all to-night 

Why I'm a perfect bore. 

A bore, a bore, &o. 

I don't see any reason I 

Should study other men ; 
«* Take care of No. 1," I cry. 

Though all the world condemn. 
I alw.ays think my own plan best, 

And stick to it the moi-e 
It is opposed by all the rest, 

Till I'm a perfect bore. 

If to a City tavern I 

Go with my friends to dine, 
No matter if it's ** full" or " dry," 

I never praise the wine. 
I say " It's corked ;" ** it's not," they say 

'* Come, bring a bottle more j" 
But I for that refuse to ^a^ — 
So rm a perfect bore. 
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Of repartee and anecdote, 

A perfect store I've got, 
And these I do contrive to quote, 

Be they well- timed or not. 
What matter if I've told the tale 

A hundred times before? 
/ say, ** A good joke*s never stale ;" 

Though they think me a bore. 

If to a concert I should go, 

And occupy a stall, 
D'ye think I take my hat off? No 1 

TiU **Turn him out*' they call. 
If out of tune sings any chap, 

I always cry encore ; 
The more they hiss, the more I clap, 

Till I'm a perfect bore. 

At parish- meetings, Tm the one 

At everything that kicks. 
Until at last there's nothing done, 

Then I leave *em in a fix. 
The tradesmen's bills are all unpaid. 

Though loud for cash they roar ; 
The vestry is of me afraid, 

I'm such a perfect bore. 

When in an omnibus I ride. 

They think I am a bear : 
I wont make way for more inside, 

Of room I'll have my share. 
If but two ladies now can sit 

Where once there could sit four ; 
I say — they must put up with it ; 

They say, ** You horrid bore 1" 

ENCOBE VEBSES. 

If to a coffee-room I go, 

The Times I then engage •, 
D'ye think I'd give \i vl^\ C^Vx^aX 

TiJl I've read ©vev^ "^^-^l*^ 
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In vain the waiter says^ ''That gent, 

Sir, askied for it befoze f* 
I band him, then — tbe Suppleuiexit : 

He thinks me quite a bore. 

Perhaps some friend a party gives, 

And I get no invite ; 
I*m sure to find out wbere he lives, 

And there I am that night. 
'* I said I'd take you unavrarcft ; 

I couldn't co«« b^ore;" 
'^You'll join the company upstairs ?" 

" Of courift" " Oh ! what a bore T* 

I fix upon the fau'est there, 

Her beau Ml upon me frowa ; 
AY ben he gets up I tajie his-chaii', 

And to supper take her down* 
I seat myself then by her side, 

He stands outside the door ; 
With champagne I get weD supplied. 

So he thinks me a bore. 

T«>-Bing sone fiiv'rite song; our host 

A friend then does beseech. 
That moment is not to be lost — 

I rise to make a speech. 
Of course the sijoger mufit give way ; 

But long before it's o'ec, 
I hear tHem to each other say — 

" Oh ! what a horrid bore ." 

And now Tve sung my ditty through, 

If for it you don't care, 
Fve sung to please myself, not you. 

And your applause can spare. 
I think you'd better then refrain, 

For if yott cry encore, 
I'll fiing it all nght tYkYoxx^V ^^^^^i 
And that would bd Ck\>oiEe. 
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THE WHISZEES. 

A YOUTH with cheeks devoid of hair 
The question popped to his lady fair ; 
She sighed, ^ I We ; but never can 
Cbnsent to marry a whiskerless man.' 



i» 



But boldly he the matter braved ; 

"They'd grow,*' said he, *'bot I keep 'cm 

shaved; 
For my artist fnenda all declare the line 
Of my cheek and jaw is exceedingly fine." 

He bade his fair awhile good-bye. 
He knew he'd told a harrfaced lie ; 
But hoped to make some whiskers come 
On cheeks as bald as a parchment drum. 

He bongfai eaeh grease the barbers praised, 
Like calico htcr cheeks ji;rew glaz'd ; 
And he even purchas'd dye, 'tis said. 
In case his whiskers should blossom red. 

He sought the aid of a boarded friend^ 
Who thus advis'd him to gain his end : 
** The way to grow your whiskers thick, 
Jb to rob your cheeks with a Flandsra' ~ 

A ahave oft strangtbens hair, they j, 
Ha*d shave himself six times a day ; 
And then he'd wait awhile— but no 1 
They'd made their minds up not to grow. 

At length, by hope deferr'^d, cast dowo^ 
He bought a pair for half-a-orown ; 
They look'd as well as it ih«^ ^S^'^^ 
Held on by sticky staftiike g^xx^b* 

Da 
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He sought his love^ who, nothing lotb, 
Agreed the priest should join them both ; 
And he look'd when he wedded his lov^ely wife. 
As though he'd been whiskered all his life. 

Betuming from the scene of bliss, 

He gave his wife her bridal kiss ; 

While she returning his fervid flame, 

Fell twitching his whiskers and off they came. 

But greater woe befell him yet, 
When he saw his bride at her next toilet ; 
She wore false curls and rouged her cheeks, 
And her teeth were casts from fine antiques. 

However he might swear and curse. 

He had her then for better or worse ; 

And when for deception his spouse he blames, 

She cries, ** Bemember your whiskers, James !" 

[Can be snng to either of the airs mentioned in the heading. 
If to the latter, the last three syllables of the second line of 
each quatrain, and the two last lines are repeaied.3 



DICKY GOSSIP IS THE MAN. 

[PsXirOB HOABB.] 

When I was a younker, I first was apprenticed 

Unto a gay barber, so dapper and airy ; 
I next was a carpenter, then turned a dentist. 
Then tailor, good Lord ! then an apothecary. 
But for this trade or that, 
They all come as pat 
As they can ; 
For shaving and tooth-drawing, 
Bleedingf cabbaging, and sawing, 
Dicky Gossip \a l\ie ma.iv. 
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Though tailor and dentist but awkwardly tether, 
In both the vocations I still have my savings ; 
And two of my trades couple rarely together, 
For barber and carpenter both deal in shavings. 
So for this trade or that. 
They all come as pat, ko. 

But blunders will happen in callings so various ; 
I fancy they happen to some who are prouder ; 
I once gave a patient, whose health was precarious, 
A terrible dose of my best shaving powder. 
But no matter for that. 
My trades come as pa^ &c. 



THE IRON TIMES. 

Jambs Brxttov.] \_Avir—" Age of Indian Bubber.* 

To show the world, as in a glass, 

O ! for the pen of Byron ! 
Some say this is the age of brass, 

But I think it is of iron ; 
Well, iron is a subject nice — 

I'll blacksmith turn, nor shirk it ; 
And, as I've got a little vice. 

Into a song 111 work it ! 

There still some Bamo Samees are. 

Who iron- eating follow ; 
They find themselves much better far, 

The more they iron swallow ! 
For ride or walk, or stand or stoop. 

This metal is befriending, 
And like unto a boy*s round hoop, 
' There seems to be no ending. 

In this same world of tears and smiles, 
Of kinds, and sorts, and grades, now^ 

We often meet some queer oV^^qe^ 
And odd qaeer-teinpeT*d\A«A<»&, \tfs« \ 
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Great screws are many in't and theo, 
I>ead-nail8, too, it appean now ; 

Besides, we've lots of iron- men, 
Bat they're mostly overaeers now t 

This ore's the umTersal trader 

For in it every soul stirs — 
Sheet-iron, and iron- bedsteads mad»^ 

Iron piHows — ^iron bolsters ! 
Iron ooaehes are amongst the things 

Of great improfement hinters ; 
And t^us the rioh have iron springs — 

The poor but iron winters t 

We've iron boats that will not break — 

Iron piers, and iron lords now ; 
And that ''iron tears down Pluto^s cheek 

Once roird 1" some bard records Jiow, 
The quills we'd once from fowls and hens^ 

Afford us now few uses — 
Our scribblers now all use steel pens, 

And tailors iron gooses / 

Oxide of iron's in request — 

Which is hard as hide of oxes— 
Then we've a play, The Iron Chesty 

Iron safes, and iron boxes ; 
The works of Steele, if you've not read, 

They're good you may rely on, 
We've many tragedies of lead — 

And only one of Ion I 

Sulphate of iron in oar ink 

If put 'twill make it good, now ; 
And very learned doctors think 

We've iron in our blood, now. 
We've flat-irons, and we've iron flats, 
Jn railway BC?hemes \.\\ef3'Ye ^reat, now. 
And then we've iron "?oo\.T£\^:t\C^ ^^^. 
Attend the iTon-gTa.\ftTio'w\ 
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We'd once a Biionaparte renovm'd, 

Who tricks with us did try on ; 
We all know well that he was crownM 

With Milan's crown of iron. 
Oar Iron Duke his hide did tan, 

And well ho did his task, sir, — 
That duke another *' iron man '* 

In another " iron mask/' sir I 



THE GOOD OLD TIDIES. 

KOimiors.] [r«n«—«» Oh, Cruel.' 

XiET others sing of times to come — 

Of joys that never will ! 
My song shall be of days gone by : 

So, boys, a bumper j&ll 
To the good old times ! oh, the good old times ! 

Their like we ne'er shall see : 
The world was full of honest hearts. 

And life went merrily. 

To tlie good old limes ! &c. 

In the days of youth, when all was flowers, 

And ev'ry month was May, 
And my spirits were light as the thistle down. 

And my heart was always gay, 
I loved a fair and gentle maid 

With all the constai>cy 
That a mutual flame in youth can inspire ; 

But, alas ! she jilted me. 

Ob, the good old times ! Lc, 

Friends of to-day, how vain are they I 

The partners of an hour. 
That fortune gathers roviT\d a. ti\«.tv> 

Ab sunshine wakes the ftovi't. 
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My friend and I, in infancy,. 

Plaj'd 'neath the same old tree : 
One home was ours for long, long years, 

Till my friend arrested me. 

Ob, the good old times ! &c. 

My country's cause was always mine — 

Britannia, ocean's bride ! 
A patriot's name my dearest boast, 

A patriot's heart my pride. 
My leader was *• the people's friend ;" 

'Twas thus he gain'd my vote : 
But they put him on the pension list. 

And the patriot turned his coat. 

Oh, the good old times 1 &c. 

'Twas then I felt that honour dwelt 

In noble ancestry ; 
That still in high and gentle blood 

Some secret virtues lie. 
My champion now I joy'd to hear 

Bail at the parvenu : 
But I soon found him on the Civil List — 

With his wife and cousins too. 

Oh, the good old times ! &c. 

Disgusted with the city's vice, 

I to the country sped — 
A simple husbandman, my life 

Mid flocks and herds I led. 
The live-long day I'd pipe and play, 

Or on some thyme bank sleep : 
But at night they broke into my folds. 

And stole my cows and sheep. 

Oh, the good old times ! &c. 

They told me 'twas my single state 
That harass'd thus my life ; 
And to the altar soon 1 \e^ 
A young and lovely m^e. 
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Oh ! then what joys, what hopes were mine ! 

Life seem'd a brighter heaven : 
But my wife eloped with her cousin Tom, 

And left me infants seven. 

Oh, the good old thues I &c 



WHACK! FOE THE PADDIES, THEIR 
MAMMIES AND DADDIES. 

T -D^MM. T 3" Tune^ " This London, tgvah ! 

J. J5WW1B.J I it ig tljg Debit's own Shop." 

Fob tightness, for brightness, 

"For wit and pftliteness, 
Old Ireland is famed since the world first began ; 

For courage, humanity. 

Who has the vanity 
To set himself up by a neat Irishman T 

In love or in liqxior, 

No EiAn can get quicker ; 
He ever feels grateful for women and wine ; 

His foe to be roasting, 

Or nymph to be toasting, 
Pat's first to begin, and the last to resign. 

Sing -whack for the Paddies ! 

Their mammies and daddies ! 
"Be thehr hearts iree from sorrow, their hands frfte 
from toil ; 

May they fight for the freedom 

Of nations that need 'em, 
And' Pat nerer want a potatoe to boil. 

When Pat is a soldier, 

No one can be bolder ; 
With gun on his-shnulder, be^marebos to fight ; 

Wiuuskl fiUUool singtB^, 

JETe's fiost in iMginWrng 
To £re on the foe, iiiMrt.b«r'fvoTi>;i, \^^V., Q»^ t\s^« 
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But when foeman, falliDg, 
For mercy is bawling, 
Though Pat*8 nose has been nearly cut off by his 
blows ; 

Pat's to him soon friendly, 
And argues thus kindly — 
*' I wont cut off his head in revenge for my nose." 

Sing whack ! &c. 

When Pat is in loye^ 

Och ! his arguments proye 
So just and so true, soon they conquer the fair ; 

"With an Irish Paddy, 

Says every lady. 
For love and gentility none can compare. 

To lend one assistance. 

He ne*er minds the distance : 
He*ll drink and he'll fight, and a joke's his delight ; 

Good humour attend him, 

And the man that offends him, 
He'll knock down with his left and pick up with 
his right/ 

Sing whack, &c. 



THE YEAE THAT'S AWA'. 

MB. DnzTLOP.] {^'^^it'Xw'*"''^ 

Herb's to the year that's awa' ! 

We will drink it in strong and in sma' ; 
And here's to ilk bonnie young lassie we lo'ed, 

While swift flew the year that's awa'. 
And here's to ilk, &c. 

Here's to the sodger who bled. 

And the sailor who bravely did £&' ; 
Their fame is alive, though their spirits are fled 
On the wlDgs of the ye»x X.Vi'&Va «^r^ , 
Their &QiQ la aA\:v^ ^<^* 
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Here's to the friends we can trust, 

When the storms of adversity blaw ; 
May they live in our song, and be nearest our 
hearts, 
Nor depart like the year that's awa'. 
May they live, &c. 



FOE FIFTEEN SPRINGS I HAVE BEEN 

OUT. 

T. H. Batlt.] [IffMto by Gsosoi Lzvlbt. 

Fob fifteen springs I have been out, and I am thirty- 
three, 

I never get proposals now, what can the reason be ? 

All strangers guess me twenty-one and praise me to 
the skies, 

Because I have such pearly teeth and animated eyes. 

Would none but strangers saw me now ! Alas, it is 

my lot 
To dwell where I have always dwelt, half rooted to 

the spot ! 
Children who shared my childish sports have children 

of their own. 
And brats I once look'd down upon, are men and 

women grown I 

Last week a gallant son of Mars invited me to dance : 
We laughed, we talked ! I really thought once more 

I had a chance ! 
At length he said, ''My dear Miss Smith, you don't 

remember me ! 
Fm William Jones, twelve years ago, you danced me 

on your kneel" 

When fashionably dress'd, some friend exdiams, 

" Miss Smith I know 
Yon must remember sleeves l\k« '^«!A ^ V»^ ^«^ 

years Age, " 
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The sweetest fruit is that wJbich hangs t:;e longest on 

the tree, 
For ffisea^pringa I have been out, and I am. jtiitrtj- 

three ! 



TM JUST EIGHTEEN, AND QUITE 

A MAN. 

T. H. Batlt.] IMmic by Geosge Linlit. 

Pm just eighteen, and quitoa man, I'm no Etonian now; 
Don't call nie boy ! such liberties I never will allow ; 
One's own relations bore one so ; when we go out to 

dine, 
I wish my mother would not say, "John, don't take 

too much wine." 

My face is smooth, but bear's-grease brings mnsta- 

ohioB and a tuft ; 
I know my figure's rather slight, but then my coat is 

stnfTd ; 
My legs are long, and if they are as straight as 

father's staff, 
In black cloth trousers wbat*s the use of having any 

calf? 

Said Lady Trippet, when she asked my mother to lier 

ball, 
** If your young people are at home, I beg you'll bring 

them ail ;" 
The odious term included me ! I'll stay at home, I tow, 
"Young people" means the boys and girls, I'm no 

young person now. 

My sister Kate in confidence has told me that Miss 

King 
Has raved about me ever since she saw me in the 

spring ; 
Poor girl I I must contrive to be less pleasant if I can, 
.^d Kate must tell Uer caadidV^ I'm not a marrying 
man. 
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MUEPHY DELANEY. 

.T was Murphy Delatney, so funny and frisky, 

Popp'd in a sheebeen shop to get his skin full ; 
And reol'd out again pretty well lined with whisky, 

So fresh as a shamrock, and blind as a bull ; 
But A trifling accident happenM our rover, 

Who took the quay-side for the floor of his shed, 
And the keel of a coal- barge ho just tumbled over, 

AikI thought all the time ho was going to l>ed ; 
And sing fillalloo, hubbaboo, whack, botheration, 
Every man in his humour, as ISMe kiss'd the pig ! 

Some folks parsing by, drew him out of the river, 

And got a horse-doctor his sickness to mend ; 
Who swore that poor Pat was no longer a liver, 

But dead as the divil, and there was an end. 
So they sent for the coroner's jury to try him. 

But Pat, not half liking the comical strife. 
Fell to twisting and turning the while they sat by 
him, 

And came (when he found it convenient) to life. 

Sing fillalloo, &c. 

Says Pat to the jury, ** Your worships, an*t please 
you, 
I don't think I'm dead ; so what is it you'd do ?" 
*' Not dead!" said the foreman, ''you spalpeen, be 
easy, 
Do you think, don't the doctor know better tha* 
you 1" 
So then they went on in the business further ; 

Examin'd the doctor about his belief ; 
Then brought poor Delaney in guilty of murder, 
And swore they would hang him in s^lt^ <sC 
teeth, ^sjx% ^^^ ^^ 
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Bat Paddy click'd hold of a clumsy shelaly. 

And laid on the doctor, who, stiff as a post. 
Still swore that it oouldn*t be Murphy Deianey, 

But was something cdive, and so must be hti 
ghost; 
Thejoiy began then with fear to survey him, 

While he like the diyil about him did pay ; 
So they sent out of hand for the cktrffy to lay himi 

But Pat laid the dargy, and then ran away. 

Sing fillalloo, &0. 



I 



LEAVE OFF YOUE FOOLISH PKATING. 

Leavb off your foolish prating, 

Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 
But drink your glass, round let it pass, 

The bottle stands before ye. 
Fill it up to the top. 

Let the night with mirth be crown'd ; 
Drink about--see it out, 

Love and friendship still go round. 

If claret be a blessing, 

This night devote to pleasure ; 
Let worldly cares, and State affairs, 

Be thought on at most leisure. 
Fill it up to the top, 

Let the night with mirth be crown* d ; 
Drink about — see it out, 

Love and friendship still go round. 

If man is so zealous 

To be a party minion, 
Let him drink like me, we'll soon agree. 

And be of one opinion. 
Fill your glass, name your lass. 
See her health go swiftly round ; 
Drink about — see it out, 
Let the night with mict\i\>Q cco^t?^ 
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MAMMA WOJ^T LET ME MAURY. 

jroimious.] [ Tune—" I should like to marry," 

Mamma wont let me marry, 

I'm sure I can't tell why^ — 
Now, isn't it provoking, 

And enough to make one cry ? 
Jemima says its jealousy, 

But she goes rather far ; 
My parent thinks herself too young. 

To be a grandmamma. 
But she will not let me marry yet ; 

Oh dear, what shall I do ?-- 
Now, bn't it a shameful thing 

To treat a daughter so ? 

Jemima's cousin's sister's maid, 

Who lives at number six, 
Says she, ''If I was you, Miss Brown, 

The day I'd make her fix ; 
For captains now is very scarce, 

And husbands hard to find ; 
And if you do not hook your man, 

Perhaps hell change his mind." 
But mamma wont let me marry yet ; 

Oh dear, what shall I do ? — 
Now, isn't it a shameful thing 

To treat a daughter so ? 

G^ie captain says such pretty things, 

And calls me his heart's queen — 
I wonder he has not proposed 

A trip to Gretna Green. 
When I hint'd at it Vother day, 

He smooth'd his glossy hair, 
Said he loved me to distraction. 

But he could not live on air. 
Oh, mamma wont let me marry yet ; 

Oh dear, what shall I do ? — 
Now, isn't it a ahametxiVWivci^ 

To treat a daugYktAt ao% 



Tin: i:r,ri:[iT.\:N;:;.i soya t500TC. 

iliM Cl:irk M'^ ninri'ii'd c\itli«r (1:iy, 

(A atMj pert young jnde) ; 
And nnw «h«'8 golan optEabo;;, 

And beepi her Udj'iiFinBid. 
The Siii'.eful thiQg- W d&rad to.aay— 

Oh, dsnr, tow vsry funny— 
Tbnt tlio capuin dees not oru for an, 

But only wMitd my money. 
Miuuma wont lot me mury yst ; 

01. dear, wh&c ihad I do!— 
Now, ian't it a nhameftii Ihing 

To treat a daughter io ! 

Those gnanlituiB and eiDcobira 

Biey too forbid my niariying 

Without manjnm'e consent. 
My fortune's at their nieroj, 

Ho, like a loneBOme nun, 
I must pine in sinele wretdiodneBS, 

Until I'm twenty-one ! 
For njamnin wont lot nie luai'ry yet ; 

Oh doar, what ahall I do ?— 
Now, isn't it a uhmiieful thing 

To treat a daughter ao ) 



BE A GOOD BOY, AND TAKE CAB 
OF YOmtSELF. 
Wheh I was at home, with my fiither and mathei 
I bate the old oouple, and Teddy my bi-othop— 
At laming, I mane ; for I handled the spade, 
And GO nately I folloned the twfoutting trade : 
But old Pather Murphey, our parish dii-ector. 
He now aud then gave ma n bit of ■ lecture ; 
"Arrab, Barney," eays be, "you're a froltoaome i 
-Bai be s good boy, and late ofcre ot -joimwM '" 
^ "With yoaT Wo nJ \»i^^» 
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My Judy I loved, and oft gave her a kiss ; 
** Fie, Barney," Bays she, but ne'er took it amiss : 
One night I took leave ; says I, "Judy, I'm off," 
But heard, as I thought, in the closet a cough ; 
So I opened the door, and, I stared like a pig, 
There stood old Father Murphey, without bat or wig ; 
" Arrah, Father," sajs I, ** you're a frolicsome elf, 
But be a good boy, and take care of yourself!" 

With your too ral lal loo, &c, 

I was a going, when old Father Murphey cried 

" Stay ; 
We'll settle this matter, I'll tell you the way, 

I'll marry you both, and then, Barney, you know " 

"Thank'ee, Father," says T, *' but I'd much rather go." 
So to old Father Murphey I bade a good night. 
And to Judy I said what you'll own was quite right ; 
** Arrah, Judy," says I, "you're a frolicsome elf, 
But ni be a good boy, and take care of myself !'* 

With my too ral lal loo, &c. 



A CUTTING STORY. 

JACOB B.U«..] {^^SL^^iZ^^- 

I KOW will lay before ye, 

A veiT cutting story ; 

It's of a beau, one Thomas Toe, 

Who loved Miss Tamer Tory. 

Indeed he did ; oh yes, he did. 

Rumple, tumple, toody iddy, 

Toe and Tamer Tory. 

A milliner was she, sir, 

A linendraper he, sir, 

Genteel, polite, good looking, light. 

And very much like me, sir. 

Indeed he was ; oh yes, he was. 

Rumple, tun\p\e, Xao^*^ v^^^ 

Toe and Tamer Totj . 
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Whei»'«r they Imd a meeting, 

With frait rtie wanted treating^ ; 

She tbonsfat that loring was like a pfwMiig^ 

13m proof was in the eating. 

Indeed she did ; oh yes, she did. 

Buinple, tnmple, toody iddj, 

Toe and IVtmer Tory. 

His time was at her leisure, 

His shop was at her pleasure ; 

He served her first, and gave her trusty 

And very hest of measure. 

Indeed be did ; oh yes, he did. 

Bumple, tuinple, toody iddy. 

Toe aad Tamer Tory. 

One day he saw her pass, sir, 
And bowing to the lass, sir. 
He bow'd so low, his head somoliow, 
Popp*d through a pane of glass, sir. 

Indeed it did ; oh yes, it did. 

Bample^ tumple, toody iddy. 

Toe and Tamer Tory. 

No face then o'er could match his ; 
To heal his cuts and scratches 
The doctor chose, his cheeks and noso 
To cover with black patches. 

Indeed he did ; oh yes, he did. 

Rumple, tumple, tuoJy iddy, 

Toe and Tamer Tory. 

He, after this disaster, 
Became Mies Tory's laughter ; 
And in his shop, he looks cut up, 
For she cut him ever after. 

Indeed she did •, oh yes, she did. 

Rumple, tump\e, lood^ \^^'3, 

Toe and Tamer Tor^. 



THE entertainer's SOXa BOOK. C7 



^HE LAST MAN OF THE SEASON. 

'., Baylt.] IMusie by Guoaob Likley. 

Behold the last man of the seagon, 

Left pacing the park all alone, 
He'll bluflh a you ask him the reason, 

Why he with the rest is nor gone ? 
He'll see you with shame and wiUi bottom, 

He'H Rmile with affected delight ; 
He'll swear he leaves London to-morrow. 

And only came to it last night ! 

He'll tell you that nobles select him 

To cheer their romantic retreats, 
That friends from all quarters expect him 

To stay at their elegant seats. 
Invited by all, then, how can he know 

Which he should favour or shun ; 
He's sure of offending so many. 

By paying a visit to one. 

He'll say that the Tacht Club implore him 

To cruise in their exquisite ships : 
The ladies of fashion quite bore him 

To join in their wandering trips : 
That stewards of all races entreat him 

To go to them ; what can he do ? 
So odd you should happen to meet him, 

So strange as he's just passing througli. 

In toAvn, in the month of September, 

We find neither riches nor rank ; 
In vain we look out for a member 

To give us a nod or look frank. 
Each knocker in silence reposes, 

In evei-y mansion you find 
One dirty old woman n»\io Ciotr?., 

Or peeps througVi tVie Oiw\t\^-\CiCi^co.V^^^\ 
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Then hence, thou last man of the season ; 

Lest fashion the outrage should blab ! 
Shrink back as if guilty of treason 

Within the dark depths of thy cab. 
If money be wanting, go borrow, 

Bemain — and thv character's lost ! 
Qo print thy departure to-morrow : 

"Sir Linger from Longs to the coast !" 



THE KNOWLENS AND O'NEILS. 

Ths sky was as clear as a whistle, 

The sun like a forge-fire shone. 
When the boys they came out for to wrestle, 

Last June down the county Tyrone. 
The prize was a pair leather breeches, 

That swung from a pole in the gale ; 
And the boy that expected to win them, 

Was tattering Paddy O'Neil. 

Tol lo do rol, &c. 

Arrah, Tim you must know was a tripper ; 

Twelve stone he stood just in his hose, 
If you had given him your neck in his flipper, 

He'd soon shake the nails off your toes ; 
If a spalpeen dare stand up forenent him. 

He'd better go whistle — chew oatmeal, 
For he had no chance of standing forenent him, 

'Cept he wished him to drive home the nail. 

Tol lo do rol, &c. 

Ned Knowlens the carpenter's son, 

Was the boy that first danced in the ring, 

He was always a devil for fun, 

Soul ! he'd fight just as soon as he'd sing. 

Then collars and elbows were taken — 

From their heels how they beat off the scales ; 

A^nd they awore by the holy St. Patrick, 
They would skiver and tViraaYi \Xi© O'^wia. 
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The ducks and the geese began squeaking, 

The chickens took wing and did fly, 
And the little pigs, to save their own bacon, 

Had a grand galley-pad through the stye ; 
While the children were hid in their cages, 

The Knowlens with pitchforks and flails, 
Sallied out like as many midges. 

To skiver and thrash the O'Neils. 

Tol lo do rol, &c. 

Afiection was soon congregated, 

Up hill and down hollow they came, 
The cry was O'Neil will be at him, 

He*8 a stout hard card in the game. 
The clubs and the spades were well handled, 

Like diamonds, some cut for the dale. 
And they fought till they were roaring for candles. 

To pick the Knowlens from the O'Neil. 

Tol lo do rol, &c. 

The priest was sent for to the riot, 

And numbers he saved from being kill'd, 
In a minute he had them all quiet, 

But not till some blood had been spill'd. 
Arrah, boys, if you ketp up this fightiug. 

You never will gain the repeal, 
But the cackling was soon out of sighting, 

And each Xnowlen shook hands with O'Neil. 

Tol lo do rol, &c. 



DENIS DELANEY. 

In sweet Tipperary, the pride of the throng, 

I've danced a good jig and I've sung a good song ; 

On the green where I caper'd I scarce bent the grass. 

To my bottle a friend, and no foe to a lass ; 

At hurling, my fellow could never be founds 

For whoever I jostled Ibou cam^ \a ^^^ ^x^\^\!l^\ 
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And the girls all swore that they never met any 
Could tickle their fancy like Denis Delaney. 
With my whack about^ see it out, Denis, my jew«l, 
*" Ah ! why will you leave ua? how can you be eruel? 
Paddy Whack may go triudgie it withMurragh O* Kba^, 
WeMl part with them all for you, Denis Delaney.** 

Young Shelah O'Shannon was so fond of me 
1'hat whenever we met we could never agree ; 
Says I, **Mj dear Shelah, we'll soon end the fray, 
For no longer in sweet Tipperary I'll stay.'* 
When the girls all found I was going to leare them, 
They swore that from death Father John could, not 

save them ; 
They would part with relations, tho* ever so many. 
If I'd let them go with me, sweet Denis Delaney. 

With my whack about, i<h 

To the road then I went, and I trudged it along. 

And, by way of being silent, I lilted a song ; 

*'Hey for Dubliu," says I, '* where I'll see some fine 

lasses, 
Get mariied, and drink, nor ne^er mind how tiaie 

passes." 
But when I arrived and found every lady 
Short waisted, thinks I, they are married already : 
** By my soul, now," says I, " marriage here is the 

fashion, 
To raise young recruits for the good of the nation." 

With my whack about, &c. 

To the great Panorama that everj' one taiks of, 
Away then I goes and immediately walks oS; 
But I was astonish'd as much as e'er man was 
To see a sea-fight on an ocean of canvas. 
But some were a- weeping and some were a- wailing. 
Where Dublin once stood now to see ships a* sailing ; 
But what in my mind made it still seem the stranger, 
Though I stood in the midst I wa» still out of danger. 
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As I came back again, quite sober and steady, 
I saw three or four buckeens attacking a lady ; 
AY ith my slip of shillelak I made them forbear, 
For an Irishman always will fight for tha fair; 
But the police they callM, who came great and small, 
** Devil burn flie," says I, '* but Til fe»thery©u all ;" 
And though I waff fi^tm^ them, this I wiH say, 
They were active fellows at — ^ruBonig away. 

Witb my wbacfe about| &c. 

Then to see a fine play, whiichi I od'er saw before, 
To the playhouse I went with tliree or four more, 
And upstairs I walked to see things the belter, 
The play- bill I bought, though I knew not a letter. 
Bat the crowd was so grest and the playtvs so funny, 
I laugh'd more, I'm sure, t]ia»tbewortliof my money ; 
Althov^ with their noiie they Mot me quite mad, 
When the boys above stairs eafl'd for *^MoU in the 
Wad." 

With my wkadc about, &c. 



ME. HBAI>, MR. FOOT, AITD 
MISS BODY. 

Thomas Hvssojr J] [rum— "The Washing Day.' 

Oh, listen to a tcUe most true. 

Of which Tve some where read. ; 
And straightway I wiU tdi to you 

The itOe t)i Mr. Mmd. 
This Mr, Meadf tha* he was wise. 

Sly Cupid made a noddy ; 
He lost, his heari all thro' the eyet 

Of beautiful Jtfus Bcf(^, 

Miss Body children diift improvo 

In oousooaata aad vowels ; 
Fond of Imenrngy but fov (om^ 

Mm Body \sbsA no WiccU. 
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Except for one short Suitor, who 
Long for her hand did beg, 

A Mr, Foot, a charming man, 
Who had a handsome leg. 

When Mr. Head found Mr. Foot 

Had got such footing there, 
Too far A-head for him to move, 

His heart was all despair. 
To catch his rival on the hip 

He watched with jealous torters, 
But could not draw off Mr. Foot 

From sweet Miss Body's quarters. 

So Mr. Head a letter wrote 

To Mr. Foot in spite. 
That he should choose bis weapons, and 

For sweet Miss Body fight. 
Miss Body saw the challenge, and 

Her heart beat with alarms, 
For fear that Mr. Foot might lose 

His legs by using arms. 

But Fo<^ he was a valiant Man, 

And to the ground he started ; 
Sweet Miss Body got between, 

And Head and Foot she parted. 
She would not let their pistols shoot^ 

And so with fists instead. 
Blows did go from Head to Foot, 

And kicks from Foot to Mead, 

To part, then, ffead and Foot inclined, 

With bruises very sore — 
Poor Head's head was crack*d hehind. 

His heart was broke before. 
Mr. Foot he footed off, 

Love would not let him linger ; 
^ext morning saw lYv© -w^iddvng ring 

On sweet Mm Bodifs jittger. 
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Now Miss Body's Mrs. Foot, 

And, blesa'd with all her charms, 
In chaste embi'aces every night 

Her Foot sleeps in her arms. 
It will not bring oat much surprise, 

Nor be astonishing, 
If from this Mr. and Mrs. Foot 

Some little Feet should spring. 



KING JAMES THE FIRST. 

AHSS Bbvtoit.] [Ttf n«— " Washing Day." 

EIiNa James the Fibbt, Earl Damley's son. 

Into a song Til twist : 
Who changed our English reign into 

A regular " Scotch mist !" 
Chock full of sell- esteem was he — 

Though seeming but a plain Scot ; 
He sent them all unto the wall 

Which show'd he was a wain Scot 1 

Queen Mary and King James did not 

Much in prefixes vary ; 
The last being dubb*d a ^'ciimson ** James t 

The first, " Magenta " Mary ! 
For Bessy^s crown James claimant was— 

And strange there was no other — 
Yet strangeness none, to pass from one 

Old woman to another 1 

King James*s reign, with incidents, 

Than others was more fraught-er t 
And truly may it be alleged, 

He ** went through fire and water !" 
Sir " Hu-Mid "—Sir Hugh Myd-dleton— 

That monarch's period marks ; 
W/iiiflt Faax*8 fireworks ma^Aft \i\x^ ^cq^jbB^ 

He walk*d on ** Jamea'a-^-so^^.^* 
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This Guy with diabolic mind — 

Ab one from history learns — 
Had with some private friends resnlred 

To give " A Nicht wi' Buimsf" 
This would attract the King they thougixt — 

The horrid wicked batch ! 
All wished to do him hurt, and see 

A Scotchman go to ** scratch !*' 

*Twas Messrs. Pierey, Catesby, Faux, 

Who'd laid their plans with nouse L 
The first said, " We've a ' Jemmy ' got 

To open us the House ! 
Old Guy shall be our engineer, 

To work with might and main — 
To put the steam on and send up 

The * Parliamentary train !' " 



i» »> 



<*I have a < Wmnlta,* a lively ' Waltz I*"* 
Said Pierey ; ** and 'tis plain, 

That if they up the middle go. 
They'll ne'er come ' dovm again I* 

I'll be myself a member Bright — 
BeforiQ shall S^nd Its sweets, 

And they shall see a thorough * Re- 
Distribution of their seats !' " 

And ao these folks indulged their jokes. 

Though not wise or discreet ; 
" * The Trial Stakes !' are on," said Guy ; 

«* This will be a dead heat !" 
But Sovereign James th' early tip 

Did from Monteagle cull : 
** I'm up to snuff 1" said be ,* " this is 

A regular Scotch mull t" 

Borne seem'd here whispering to the King — 
'' WhicheveT way you turn your nose 
16 will get scorched l" " B\it^\i^\" «i:^"a^^^\Ci^\ 
When answered Eome, " HvUru-vxlcawn^r 
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King James saw now he'd raet his match ! — 

Saw in the glass his sand turn ! — 
Saw in the very candle "thieves 1" — 

Behind the Papal hand turn I 

Said James unto his noble lords — 

'* For this escape we're prouder ! 
That by mistake we did not take 

This do88 of James's powder !^* 
Ye highest men — ye " Upper Ten "— 

Ye might have gone much higher ; 
Been burnt, and heard your foes cry, " See, 

The high 'uns in the fire P 

So Paax and Co. were spared the blow ! — 

Fail'd their intentions base ; 
Their matches wtro not made in heav'n, 

Bat in the other place 1 
And may all foes who would disdose 

Such diabolic phases. 
Instead of yictims innocent — 

Be sent themselves to blazes / 

(From " Comic IdjlU of the Kings and Heroee.") 



SIE EGBERT PEEL ON THE EIFLES. 

EswABD Dbapbk.] [^»r— ** Deny Down." 

Sib Robert arose in the Parliament Hall 
To fire a few shots at the Riflemen all ; 
'Tis easy to see why his efforts were Tain, 
His charge was blank cartridge^ his prrmingehampagne. 

DoifD| &c. 

SskjB he—" Mr. Speaker, I meet every day 
Our riflemen ckd in their jackets of grey ; 
I'll give *em a jacketing, fitting and warm, 
Thongh it may not improve mucVi %Va ^ 'fijw^b«a^«ciVsctsw« 



i 
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There's one corps the title of six foot has got. 
From four-footed beasts to distinguisli the lot ; 
The J'imlico Fencibles, too, has again 
A most indefensible— (twig ?) — cognomen. 

Down, &e. 

St. John the Evangelist, too, by a fiuke, 

Has muster'd a corps ; Mark ! how odd it mnat Luke 

To see a man taking a gun in bis tist. 

To list in. the corps of the Evange-Zi«^ 

Down, &c. 

A crack shot at Hjthe gained his practice, I find. 
By shooting at cats in his garden — behind ; 
But if ev'ryone shooting next-door cat we see, 
He may stuff it, and there'll be a cat-as-trophy. 

Down, &.0, 

To lament the poor molrows you cannot refuse, 
To aid me, Melpomene — tragical meics ; 
Else, what heaps of dead cats at elections there'll be 
For pelting un-nop-ular members like me. 

Down, &c. 

The lawyers defend that fee simple, our shores^ 
Neglecting their causes to join in the corps ; 
In medio tutissimtis ibis, says well — 
They'll be safer at home in the Middle Tnm-pel. 

Down, &c; 

There's Downing, Q.C., will lay foes in the dust^ 
While Parry's to balk every bayonet thrust ; 
And a third's very name the remembrance recalls 
Of bullets and shouting — I mean Dr. Balls. 

Down, &c. 

A rifleman bold, at a dangerous time, 
Must crawl on his belly, and trees he must climb ; 
-But one of the sights 1 B\vo\xVd moat like to see 
'Jjs a corpulent rifleman cWroNim^ «i. Vc^'a. 
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1 hear they proposed, at the new Floral Hall, 
To give what they term a grand Rifleman's Ball ; 
That's the sort of ball suits 'em much better than shot, 
Yah ! if I had my way I'd soon floor all the lot.'* 

Down, &c. 

Then his speech being ended, Sir Bobert sat down, 
'Mid cheers such as greet a theatrical clown ; 
As for us, we don't heed his satirical stroke, 
We shall never stand fire if we can't stand a joke, 

Down, &c. 



THE LAY OF THE LAST AETIST, 

KEPT IN TOWN ALL THE AUTUMN. 

T A »«»v e,.»«i>v T / Tune—" The Miseries of 

J. ASHBT Stebet.] 3^ ^ j^^^^ Mayor." 

Oh 1 how grimy the trees that one everywhere sees. 

As one's rounds in the squares now one happens 
to go; 
Oh ! how hot and how crabbed, and almost gone rabid. 

Is the artist imprisoned in dingy Soho. 
Law has quitted his Coke, and has sported his oak, 

E'en police reports now are most wretchedly slow ; 
There's nought in the papers to drive oflF the vapours. 

And gladden the artist in dismal Soho. 

J make calls on old friends, but in sorrow that ends ; 

" Left town, sir !" Alas ! yes, I feared it was so ; 
Maulsticke is from home, and M'Guilps gone to 
Rome — 

Ah ! a village deserted is gloomy Soho. 
There's Smith and there's Brown, and there's young 
Tonemdown, 

And old Tomkins, whose pictures are sadly so so ; 
Off this autumn again to Wales, ^o\Xd.xA, q^^^'w^xsl^ 

Whilst I am imprisoned in dToarj ^cJc^^» 
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ATodela all are at rest, and not one's in reqoeit, 

From piquant MiBS Pour to pretty Miss Snow; 
And (hs pugilist brawny, and Hindoo so tawDj, 

Loungo ftt Urge nov in publics in vacant Soho^ 
I avoid the display iu the windows so gaj 

Of Winsor and Newton, and Rowney also ; 
And I ahuD like tlie ineagles thu portable easlen. 

And other art nicknackK to tempt poor Soho, 

My picture's not sold— bad luck to those old 

Curmudgeons who placeil it so horribly low ; 
To the hanging committee is due this and ditty. 

Of the artiat imprisoned in Btagna.nt Soho, 
Sut for this the nice girls, whose far-fiowing curia 

In the breezes of Brighton so pleasantly blow. 
Would (in spite of my wife) have been eketcbed 
the life. 

By the wretched one pent up in diamal Soho. 

THE lEISH CITIZEN OF THE WOBL 

.TicoB BiuLEB.] ITunc—" Jaiy'B Blwik Ej< 

Oca ! sure, I've become quite a citizen. 

Or a cosmopolite of the world ; 
!For all parta of the earth I've been viating. 

East, west, north, and south I've beai hurl'd. 
I've been ev'rywhere with the armies — 

I WHS benten in Spam black and blue; 
I was Bcorched by the fire of the Burmese, 

And wet through at famed Wateiloo. 
I have travell'd from one end to t'otbnr 

Of thia globe, which is round as a ball ; 
Where one country's as good as another, 

But old Ireland is better than all . 
From big Howth to the high hill of Shooter 
J're imtrcbe^, and thought Qougbt of the job, t 
Jh the Thames and the great BuTtam^ioQWn, 
J've many timea swum LiIls a Vo^iKei. 
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I've been drowned in the Atlantic Ocean, 
At th' Equator been burnt to a coal ; 

And though I went to bed with my clothes on, 
Tve been frozen to death at the Pole. 

I have fed upon boil'd rice in Injy, 

In France, fricassee and ragoo ; 
I have lived with white, black, brown, and dtngy, 

In England I've eat Irish stew. 
In Greenland I've seen many big whales — 

English judges wear wigs to look wise ; 
The Chinese wear very long pigtails — 

They're a set of rare, rum looking guys. 

In Injy they bum ev'ry widow 

Along with the corpse of her spouse ; 
In Yorkshire they think that a meadow's 

The best place for fattening cows. 
In Europe the ladies are taper. 

In Asia they're plump and they're fat ; 
In America brown as brown paper. 

In Africa black as my hat. 

In the ocean the great river Shannon falls. 

Horse soldiers in London wear boots ; 
The African people are cannonhaUs, 

And eat one alive like the brutes. 
The Cossacks and Tartars drink lamp oil. 

So in England they bum only gas ; 
In Kent, Romney Marsh is a damp soil, 

Where they send sheep and horses to 



In Turkey the folks are called Mussulmen, 

With their beards they are queer-looking fidi ; 
Injy planters e'er make a great bustle, when 

Their slaves don't obey as they wish. 
Och ! Lapland's more coid than the Prussias, 

Abyssinia's a very hot clime ; 
And as meat will noit keep \.Vket^, ^i^Qft\yQ^^^«!elk 

Onif kih half a pig at atvtaft. 



Irish Indies have feet very preltj, 

I^Dglish ladiea hava their'a very small; 
French lidies' a™ dreaaiah and natty, 

Chinese Indies have no feet at all. 
They must not ta^te whiskey in Tarkey, 

And the Frenchmen mako elegant bawa; 
In London they drink Iriah whiakey, 

And have milk from the Alderney cowa. 

In China tbey folks coll to prayers. 

With the sound of a great Qiineae gon^f ; 
They don't aeemta have any Lord Mayors, 

So I'll put an end to my song, 
I've been welcom'd by wise and by witty men 

In all countriea to which I'vo bten burl'd ; 
And now I've hpcottia quite a citizen, 

Or a cosmopolite of tlie world. 
I've travell'd from one end to t'other 

Of thia glol)e, which is rounil aa a ball ; 
Where one country's as good ns another. 

But old Ireland is better than all. 

MADAM FI&'S GALA. 

CHigiBS DiBDiH the ToQUger.] [rune— "Dtopa of Br 
I'ZE a Yorkahireman juat come to town, 

And my coming to town were a gay day ; 
Bame Fortune has here set me down, 

Wfu ting -gentleman to a fine Udy ; 
And madam gives galaa and routs, 

While her treats of the town are the talk sh 
But nought that I'ze seed here abouts 

Equals one that was given i' Yorkshire. 

Rumpti, 

Johnny Fig was a green and white grocer. 
In iiuainesa as brisk as an eel, sir, 
JVone tian John to the B\iDp coviiA s^A^i tioara 
Bat hia wife thought it qiute unsei^ft^^ "^ 
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Her neighbours resolv'd to cut out, 
And astonish the rustic parishioners ; 

So invited 'em all to a rout, 
And ax'd all the village muBicianers. 

Eampti, &o. 

The company met gay as larks, 

Drawn forth all as fine as blown roses; 
The concert commenc'd with the clerk, 

Who chanted the ** Vicar and Moses ;" 
The barber sung ** GallVy of Wigs,*' sir ; 

The gemmen all said 'twas the dandy. 
While the ladies encor d Johnny Fig, sir, 

Who volunteer'd " Drops of Brandy." 

Runipti, &c. 

The baker he sang a good batch, 

While the lawyer, for harroony willing, 
With the bailiff he join'd in a catch. 

And the Botes of the butcher were kilUng ; 
The wheelwright he put in his spoke, 

The schoolmaster flogg'd on with furor, 
The coalman he play'd the ''Black Joke," 

And the fishwoman roar'd a hravwra, 

Rumpti, Ac. 

To strike the assembly with wonder. 

The Miss Screams a quintette, loud as Boreas 
Sung, and wak'd farmer Thrasher's dog, Thunder, 

Who, jumping up, joinM in the chorus. 
A donkey, the melody marking, 

Popp'd in, too, which made a wag say, sir, 
'* Attend to the rector of Barking's 

Duet with the vicar of Bray, sir." 

Kumpti, &c. 

A brine-tub, half full of beef salted, 

Madam Fig had trick'd out as a seat, sir. 

Where the tailor to sing w»a «:k&\\a&. 
But the covering CTacWA\iii^ctVvaW^^\ 

IS. ^ 
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Snip was sous*d in the brine, but soon rising, 
He bawl'd, while they laugh'd at hia grief, sir, 

Is't a matter so monstrous surprising 
To see pickled-cabbage with beef, sir ? 

Bumpti, &0. 

To a ball, then, the concert gave way, 

And for dancing no souls could be riper ; 
So struck up the "Devil to Pay," 

But Johnny Fig paid the piper ; 
The best thing came after the ball, 

For to finish the whole with perfection, 
Madam Fig ax*d the gentlefolks all 

To sup off a cold cdlection, 

Bumpti, &c. 



I'LL WEITE TO THE " TIMES." 

G. Bkitwett.] ITunc—** Irish Washerwoman." 

** Oh, 1*11 write to the Times, and at once for redress, 

For it has s'lch a vast circulation ; 
In its elegant columns ray case 1*11 express,^ 
And appeal to the whole British nation." 
Thus saith my litigious old friend, Dr. Budge, 

In a long-pending action nonsuited. 
Through the stolid obtuseness of counsel and judge. 
Who might the old thing have confuted. 

** Oh, ril write to the Times, and at once for 
redress. 
For it has such a vast circulation ; 
In its elegant columns my case I'll express. 
And appeal to the whole British nation." 

Says Paterfamilias, " 111 write to the Tim£S ; 

These trains they all need supervision ; 
We're a miDute too late by tYie tV\Teft-c\\ia.rter chimes ; 
A.b! tbia ia their railway T^tecmotiV 
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There's a traveller who's thundering the platform 
along, 
With a porter, fermenting and working — 
** Where's my box? 'tis a relic — it came from Hong 
Kong, 
So produce it — no shufiSing or shirking — 

Or, m write to the Times^* &c, 

Fitzguard, the right honourable, solemnly reels 

From his club about two in the morning, 
Where cabby an hour has stood cooling his heels 

With the rain-pouring clouds for an awning. 
** You'll drive — ^you know where." They arrive there 
all right. 
" What's the fare ?" " Three and sixpence, your 
honour. 
That's for time too." "For time? Well, I'll pay 
you to-night: 
What's your badge ?" " 99. Tom O'Connor !" 
" Oh, I'll write to the Times;' &c. 

There's a Frenchman comes over ; he finds an hotel. 

Where all is rechercM and splendid, 
He partakes of the best, with a gusto and zest, 

At the tahle d'hdte^ lordlike attended. 
**Je suis ravi, mea amis, I am so delight, 

Ifo gargon/ itne semaine I am staying." 
But the bill, ah, the bill, he is madden'd outright. 

And **M(m JHeuf" he exclaims, while he's paying, 
^'I viU write to de Times,^* &c. 

Lawyer Deeds, who aspires to high place in his ward. 

And has views most profound and Extensive, 
Caused a rupture last week at the Union Boanl, 

Through some plans that were wildly expensive ; 
In his zeal for municipal progress, he cried, 

" It is not for myself, but the City ; 
But you doubt, you oppose, you condemn, you deride^ 

"Wbileyour chairman inavAU xci^ "«V2a.'^>J«^\ 

But, rU Y»i\lo \.o ^iJcL^ TVnww;" U^ 
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Mrs. White, the immaculate ; she, who could ne'er 

Even think without tears of her neighboun, 
Betum'd from the Dorcas Committee to bear 

Mrs. Brown bad made light of her labours ; 
Had questioned her motives, had doubted bar beart^ 

And of self-a^randisement had hinted ; 
So her spirit was roused ; *'I will take my own part ; 

The report and the facts shall be printed, 

And I'll write to the Times,** &c. 

Sairey Gamp, coming home from her " month " iaio 
town, 
For a 'bus half-an-hour is in waiting ; 
So she ties down her bonnet and pins up her gown. 

While she gives all around her a rating : 
'* Here's a plight^ with Saint Yipers's dance in my 
bones, 
And the sleet and the wind coming castways ; 
What — * How's your poor feet ?' why as cold as ibe 
stones, 
But 1*11 make you remember, or leastways 

I'll write to the Times,** &c. 

Pve a bachelor friend has a seat in St. Jude's^ 

He's not one of your crabs or refractories ; 
But he's warp'd from his regular tenses and moods 

By crinoline, hoops, and phylacteries. 
A small pew be shares with the two sisters Binka^ 

He shares, too, a part of their dresses, 
More than's pleasant, or graceful, or decent he thinks. 

And each Sunday his ire thus expresses — 

" I will write to the Times,** &c. 



BILEE BROWN. 

JOHK FoTTSs.^ [3\mm~-" Ben tb« Gurpenter/* 

In Camden Town dwelt Biler Brown, 
A happy railway stoker ; 
He got his bread by bealmg coV^ 
And flourisbiDg & poker. 
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He loved and was beloved again 

By little Peggy Gaff, 
And they agreed ere long to lead 

A life of half-and-half. 

In Birmingham oim day he got 

From bloomuig Peg a letter, 
To say her mother was in town, 

And she thought he'd have met her. 
Her mother wrote another note 

To tell this news again ; 
For Peggy*s hand* was like her face, 

And anything but plain ! 

He took the coky hiUeta-doux 

To " General Blazer s Head," 
And from the throng he hired a tongue 

To have his letters read. 
**The morrow mom I shall return — " 

** To-night, at least," he said, 
" rU have a quaflF of half-and-half. 

And hurry off to bed." 

His resolution firmly bound — 

Like ice in summer weather — 
Just smil'd upon the warmth around, 

Then vanish'd altogether ! 
Pot after pot got drank, and then 

It was the same with him — 
The liquor he imbib'd rose up 

And taught his head to swim. 

The daylight found him aspen-limb'd ; 

And, careless of the warning. 
He takes — what set him wrong last night. 

To set him right this morning ! 
Then with his legs a-kimbo stuck 

By prrter on the brain, 
He reelwg seeks Ma coke-EC\xV.^<d—> 

The 2 p.m. up-tTaVn. 
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The hour arrived, the train went 0% 

The engine shrieked farewell ; 
He sprang as usual to his box. 

But stumbled, slipt, and fell ! 
Amongst the slow-revolving wheels 

He thus became entangl'd ; 
The thought flashed through him— on the rail 

I'll soon be iron'd and mangled ! 

They stayed the train, but all in vain 

Their preterperfect actions ; 
His limbs were bruised, his head contused— 

In fact, he was in fractions ! 
Those legs that oft had travelled miles, 

Intent his Peg to please. 
Were both cut oif before their time, 

And just below their knees ! 

His mate Bill Jackson soon engaged 

(As touch'd at Biler's brandings) 
To learn if Peg would be one flesh 

With wooden understandings. 
Weeks passed — no Bill returned to say 

He might at doubtings laugh, 
For, though he'd lost two feet by three, 

SheM be a better-half. 

At length quite cured — his life insured— 

He hastens up to town ; 
He sees, alas ! at Peggy's house 

The blinds are all drawn down ! 
Amaz'd and shock' d, he, trembling, knock'd 

** O, is she dead ?" he cried : 
^^ Dead ! no, indeed 1 " her mother said, 

" She's Billy Jackson's bride !" 

A wiser and a shorter man 
Is wretched Biler now •, 
Se audita all his throat im\)\\)ea, 
And keeps a temperance no^. 
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And if he feels inclin'd to drink, 

Or roam about the streets, 
He locks his legs up in his drawers, 

And folds himself in sheets. 

If e*er he meets a friend who greets 

With drinking invitation, 
He tells his woes, and makes a close 

With this one observation : 
" Don't let old ale your wits prevail. 

And stretch you on the flags. 
Or you may lose, when off your head, 

Your rib — and p'raps your legs 1" 



LB. AND MES. VITE'S JOUENEY TO 

VINDSOE. 

[J. Bhodbs.] 

A VORTHT cit, von Vit-Suuday, 
Yith vife rode out in one-horse chay. 
And down the streets as they did trot 
Says Mrs. Vite— ' I'll tell you vot, 
Dear Villiam Vite, 'tis my delight, 

Ven our veek's bills ve stick 'em. 
That, side by side, ve thus should lide^ 

To Vindsor or Vest Vickham." 

" My loving vife, full veil you know 
Ve used to ride to Valthamstow, 
But now I thinks it much the best 
That ve should ride towards the vest ; 
If you agree, dear vife, vith me, 

And vish to change the scene. 
Then, vhen the dust excites our thirst, 

Ve'll stop at Valham Green." 

"Veil, then,** says Mrs. Vite, says she, 
*' Vat pleases you must sure please me, 
But veekly vorkings a\V tovxBi^ ^c> 
If ye this day go cheer^oV \,\\to\x^\ 
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For veil I loves the woods and grovefl^ 

They raptures put me in, 
For you know, Yite, von Vitsuu nigjhfe 

You did my poor h^ai-t vin." 

Then Mrs. Vite she took the vhip. 
And vacked poor Dobbin on the hip, 
Yich made him from a valk run fast. 
And reach the long-vished sign at last. 
So vhen they stopt, ont vaiter popt, 

** Vat vould you vish to take?** 
Says Vite, vith grin, " I'll take some ght. 

My vife takes vine and cake. " 

Ven Mrs. Vite had took her vine, 
To Vindsor they vent on to dine. 
Ven dinner over, Vite did talk, 
** My darling vife, ve'll take a valk ; 
The path is vide by vater-side, 

So ve will valk together ; 
Vhile th«y gets tea for you and me, 

Ve vill enjoy tlie veather.** 

Some vantou Eton boys there vere, 

Vich marked for roguery this pair ; 

Mrs. Vite cried out — " Vat are they arterl**^ 

Ven in they popped Vite in the vater. 

The vicked vits then left the cits, 

Ven Vite the vaves sunk under — 
She vept, she squalled, she railed, she bawle4» 

** Vill not none help, I vender V 



i»» 



Her vimpering vords assistance brought. 
And vith a boat-hook Vite they sought ; 
Ven she vith expectation big. 
Thought Vite vas fpund, but 'twas his vig. 
Vite vas not found, for he vas drowned ; 

To stop her grief each bid her, 
*'Ali, no!" she cried, *'lNaaa.WviA, 
jBut now I is a Vidder " 
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THE WELL OF ST. KEYNE. 

3BVST SouTHBT.] ITunc—*' The Poacher." 

A WELL there is in the west country, 

And a clearer one never was seen ; 
There ij not a wife in the west country 

But has heard of the well of St. Keyne, 
An oak and an elm-tree stand beside, 

And behind doth an ash-tree grow, 
And a willow from the bank above 

Droops to the water below. 

A traveller came to the well of St. Keyne, 

Joyfully he drew nigh, 
Tor from cock-crow he had been travelling, 

And there was not a cloud in the sky. 
He drank of the water so cool and clear. 

For tliirsty and hot was he, 
And he sat down upon the bank 

Under the willow-tree. 

^ere came a man from the house hard by 

At the well to fill his pail ; 
On the well-side Tie rested it, 

And be bade the stran^^er hail. 
"Now art ihou a bachelor, stranger?" quoth he, 

** For an if thou hast a wife. 
The happiest draught thou hast drunk this day, 

That ever thou didst in thy life. 

** Or has thy good woman, if one thou hast. 

Ever here in Cornwall been ? 
For an if she have, I'll venture my life 

She has drunk of the well of St. Keyne/ 
" I have left a good woman who never was here,'* 

The stranger he made reply, 
''But that my draught should be the better for 
that, 

I pray you answer me ^wiiy \^^ 



n 
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"St. Keyae," quoth the Cornish-man, "many a 
time 

Drank of this crystal well. 
And before the angels summonM her, 

She laid on the water a spell. 
If the husband of this gifted well 

Shall drink before his wife, 
A happy man thenceforUi is be, 

For he shall be master for life." 

" You drank of the well T warrant betimes ?** 

He to the Cornish-man said : 
But the Cornish-man smil'd as the stranger spakOi 

And sheepishly shook his head. 
" I hasten'd as soon as the wedding was done, 

And left my wife in the porch ; 
But i' faith she had been wiser than me, 

For she took a bottle to church 1" 



THE OBSTINATE MAN. 

I've run against many strange folks in my time, 
Some nervous, some absent, some queer, and some 

prime ; 
Some foolish, some witty, and some fond of chafi^ 
And others a great deal too clever by half ; 
But the subject of ray little song, if no fool, 
AVas as obstinate as a Jerusalem mule. 

Of all stubborn buflfers, beat him, if you can, 
Did you ever come near such an obstinate man ? 

Of obstinate fellows, he*s surely the worst, 
When going to bed he will get in feet first, 
And come out bead first, in the morning, 'tis said, 
And lie with his nob at the foot of the bed ; 
Pat bis fovusers on bottom end up, and what's more^ 
^y/es to force on his WeUinglotfa Vim^mT\.\sft^w^, 
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Like Paddy from Cork, when he feels in the mind, 
He actually wears his coat buttoned behind ; 
Whenever he reads a newspaper or book, 
Upside down, ten to one, but he'll hold it, oddzook ! 
As a core for the tooth- ache, he always gets bled, 
And his spectacles wears at the back of his head. 

Ofall, &,c. 

When ill he was order'd a warm baUi, 'tis said. 
So the obstinate fool had a cM one instead ; 
A lotion was sent him for bathing his skin. 
And a mixture likewise to be taken within — 
Though wam*d of the danger, yet all was no us^ 
He wnUd drink the lotion, which nigh cook'd his ^'oose. 

Of all, &c. 

He says.it^s all stuff 'bout the earth turning round, 
EY^xy house in its proper place he always fo«nd — 
He's been up at all times in the night from his bed^ 
But ne'er found himself standing atop of his head ; 
He vows if the world was to play such a prank. 
The sea would run over as safe as the bank. 

Of all, fee. 

He won't eat when he*R hungry, or drink when he*s dry, 
And takes mustard and pepper with raspberry pie ; 
He says if pig's bacon it cannot be pork. 
And he's spoony enough to drink broth with a fork ; 
When he's dreadfully tired (it's no use to chide) 
He hires a cab, and then runs by the side. 

Ofall, fcc. 

Old Methuselah (Stubborn Head offers to bet) 

Would have been alire now had his feet not got wet ; 

And Oliver Cromwell, he still will persist. 

Was nearly related to Oliver Twist ; 

And many years back, he declares above all. 

Lord Brougham swept a croa^vn^ tvq\. I^t \T««k.N vx>\.-s> 
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>igH baokvard* to go tho 
a fellow aa tbis ii your m 
For initaiice — joa vant him logo to tba bank. 
Yon tniiit tell him to go towards Esani>glini,;tf 
Or, if to OntTemnd jon would with him to floaj 
Advin him to go by tho Twickenham boat. 

Of all. 

On a wokinff wet day for i walk oat he'll roam. 
And leare bu great coat aod nmbrella at ht>ma ; 
But ID July or August, tlA obitiiiate goat. 
Wean a thick pilot buttoned close up to tha thl 
And, woold you believe it 1 whenever it toow*. 
In a p^ of nankeen*, or white durki, out he oc 
Ofait 

He bugbt fit to bnrat at a •erioni play, 
And will have hU hair eat on ft Uttw eold day ; 
'Causa hil dad's and hit birthday (the obttinats 
Both happen to Ml on the twentieth (^ Jnne, 
No one oan pennade Mm a jot, I'll engage. 
But that him and hit fUher wei« both tbe Hwne 
Of all, 

BOBSON'S JIM BAGGS. 

JoiBLum.] [TV**—" Drops of B] 

I'll a muaical genus in raga — 

I beats tha great muaio ohaps hallow ; 
My naturitl name is Jim Baggs, 

Bui liiBj csJIb me the modem Happallo. 
I takes &11 Ihe nobs by Burpriae, 

Tilh my (daiynet binstiumentatiim — 
On the continent — lor* bless your eyes J — 
I've created n stunDing sensatitni. 
I'm a musical genus in ngs — 

I plays in a out-and-oot manner j 

No gammon in me, I'm IVmBag^ 

And X never stira under a buitm. 
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I commands a respectable mob, 

Vith hextasy I makes 'em tremble — 
You should hear me play ** Solomon Lob," 

Vot's sung by Miss Addlegg Kemble. 
rm kDown from the East to the South — 

They cam't get sich notes from another — 
I can play ^airs vun side of my mouth, 

And Covertures, too, on the t'other. 

I'm a musical, &c. 

Sometimes vhen I'm out en my beat, 

My strains overcomes their resistance — 
I'm paid to go in the next street, 

'Cos my music sounds best at a distance. 
I vunce soften'd a ^overseer's heart — 

And that vos a job far from silly — 
He into the vorkus did dart 

And sarv'd out double jorums of skilly. 

I'm a musical, &c. 

All London I daily ^explore, 

And strike up a ha\r wery clever, 
Vhere the roads are all kiver'd vith straw, 

And the knockers are tied up in leather. 
The flunkies all arter me stalk, 

If they don't vish their masters a croaker. 
And ax me purlitely to valk, 

So I does — vhen they forks out the oJcer. 

I'm a musical, &c. 

In ten flats I vunce play'd a Aair, 

At the Hopperer House 'twas decided — 
But they vos the greatest /ate there, 

'Cos they thought lesser on it than I did. 
I never plays common -place Cairs, 

But into the classical dashes — 
Such as Balfe's famous " Grittin' up stairs,** 

And the " Cats' mavcli out o^ xXx'a ^^'i^r 
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Sone folks vouldo't cafe ma so shorty 
• Nor see m« go tbnni^ bsJlf jieh.teis]% 
If they had wi ide^ Td been isogU 

By SiggDor BtU. Smith oi» the ]>U]|, 
I don't know rot ails 'em, by goles t ; 

They're -a parcel of shabby gansbo**** 
No music ibey'vagot in their soiUa^ 
Excepting the sdbs of their Bludun,. 

Fm a miuiioa], Ieo. 



T'other nighty down in Ton of the 

(And predons nngraiefbl I took it i) 
Arter playin' *em five or six hMt% 

They chmok'd thmms oa|^ and told mti lt»,9$(t U I 
I began rather rusty to kick, 

To be treated io that kind of maooei^ 
So I stuck to the house like a. brick» 

'3^ the feimily made up a teiuur / 

I'm a musica]. Ice. 



Then patronize old Jimmy 

My toggery am't weny splendid. 
But talent^s found often in rags — 

(If they're coppers I sharn't be oflGsnded).. 
Vhen I'm dead I knows how it'll be. 

You'll be sorry you sary'd me s» shiib]^.; 
Toull all go in mourning for m% 

Yes, and lay me in Yestminater JJabbey 1 

I'm a musical, &o. 



THE ANATOMY OF THE OYSIKB. 

A STDBSn^S BOKO. 

Pitovsssoii B. FOiBES.] [3V(M— ^'OneBtuaperat 

*' Of all the conchiverons shell %A. 
The oystei: ia surely the king ; 
Arrjibf Mick 1 call tha peof^ w^sa ««& fUh» 
And tell them a dozen to bx\n^. 
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For it's I that intend to demonstrate 

The ci'atur's phenomena strange ; 
Its functions to set every one straight. 

And exhibit their structure and range. 

" Now, boys, I beseech, be attentive, 

On this Garlingford fasten your eyea, 
As I spread it before you so pensive, 

Its gape opened wide with surprise ; 
See that small purple spot in the centre, 

That's the heart, which is all on the move ; 
For though looking as deep as a Mentor, 

It is tenderly beating with love. 

'*The fringes that circle its body, 

Which epicures think should be cleared. 
Are the animal's lungs ; for 'tis odd, he, 

Like a foreigner, breathes through his beard. 
And among all its memorabilia, 

Than this structure there's none half so queer, 
Though ^arpley may say they are dlia, 

A wiser contrivance to speer. 

" Now these are the facts in the history 

Of an oyster I'd on you impress ; 
I've serv'd tliem up plnin without mystery. 

To cook them would just make a mess. 
So now boys we'll fetch in the whiskey. 

Since the water is hot on the hob, 
Whilst we stir up our native so frisky, 

Bf sticking a knife in his gob ! 



YAWNING. 

OABLSa DiBsnr the Younger.] [Tuntf— ** Bob and Joan." 

How I lova to laugh ! 

Never was a weeper, 
Tho' like a lazy calf, 

Have been a mif^^^^ ^oeiV^* 
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Once I got a place, 

But lost it the same morning, 
'Cause, in my patron's face, 

I somehow fell a yawning. 
Yea, au, au, tol, lol, yea, au, an. 

Then I fell in love, 

Hoping to get married. 
Tried my nymph to move, 

And near my point had carried. 
But lost her in a pet, 

'Cause, going to kiss one mornings 
Just as our lips had met, 

Something set me yawning. 

Yea, &c. 

Now comes the worat mishap. 

Once being shav'd so nice, sir, 
I gap'd, and Mr. Strap, 

He gave me such a slice, sir. 
But all my griefd to tell 

Would take a summer's morning, 
So mum would be as well, 

Lest I should set you yawning. 

Yea, &c. 



abkaham: newland. 

^°he YoiSger'' } trun.-" The Rogue's March.^ 

Thkrb ne'er was a name so bandied by fame. 

Thro' air, thro' ocean, and through land. 
As the one that is wrote upon every bank note. 
And you all must know Abraham Newland ! 
Oh, Abraham Newland ! 
jNotified Abraham Newland ! 
I've beard people say, '* sham A.\>T»\x».m*' ^^xsLm^Ly \ 
Bat you mustn't sham AbraXia-w^ "^^^^^.^^^ 
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Tor fashion or arts, should you seek foreign parts, 

It matters not wherever you land, 
Jew, Christian, or Greek, the same hmguage they 
speak, 
That's the lanp^iage of Abraham Newlnnd : 
Oh, Abraham Newhind ! 
Wonderful Abraham Newland ! 
Tlio' with compliments cramm'd, you may die and be 
d— nM, 
If you haven't an Abraham Newland I 



The world is inclin'd to think Justice is blind, 
But lawyers know well she can view land ; 
3at» Lord, what of that ! she'll blink like a bat, 
At the sight of an Abraham Newjand ! 
Oh, Abraham Newland ! 
Magical Abraham Newland! 
Tho* Justice, 'tis known, can see thro' a millstone, 
She can't see thro* Abraham Newland ! 



Your patriots who bawl for the good of us all^ 

Kind souls ! here like mushrooms they strew land ; 
Tho* loud as they drum, each proves Oiatum Mum, 
If attacked by stout Abraham Nev.land : 
Oh, Abraham Newland ! 
Invincible Abraham Newland ! 
No argument's found in the world half so sound, 
As the locric of Abraham Newland 



'a 



If a maid of threescore^ or a dozen years more. 

For a husband should chance to sigh thro' land, 
I'm vastly afraid she'd not die an old maid, 
If acquainted with Abraham Newland : 
Oh, Abraham Newland 1 
Deluding Abraham Newland f 
Tho* crooked and cross, Bhe'd not Vm 'a^.V. ^.Vvia^ 
Thro* the friendship of A.bT«:bsjXL'^««\»Ki^\ 
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Thus for Abraham^s smiles we're all practising wiles^ 
And cheating and chattering through land ; 
Till Death he pops in, 
With his comical grin. 
And a night cap for Abraham Newland ! 
Oh, Abraham Newland I 
The bell tolls for Abraham Newland f 
For when Death he comes by, you know life's aU my 
eye. 
And then qood-by to Abraham Newland ! 



THE LIFE OF AN ACTOE. 

Thomas Hudsoit.] ITune—** BarilaiDy Ptir." 

When first the youth at school, 
Obliged to live by rule, 
Tasks are got with pain ; 
He sighs for home in vain ; 
But still the thought does cheer. 
That Christmas time is near, 
And then he may make himself an Actor. 
For then to make them gay, 
They all get up a play ; 
Ami, perfect all by heart, 
Each scholar takes a part ; 
Looking with delight 
To the long'd-for, wish'd-for night. 
Beginning thus the life of an Actor. 
Each relation 
This occasion. 
Every friend 
^ Must attend ; 

Good or bad. 
Applaud the lad ; 
Kecitation, 
Declamation. 
JGTey down, oh down, derry, detr^ ^o^vnok^ 
-BeginDing thus the Ufe oi Siii A.cWc. 



\ 
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He leaves school with regret, 
And when he home does get, 
All wild thoughts to bridle 
(As youth should not be idle). 
He hears his parent's voice 
To trade direct his choice 
On the stage of life to be an Actojj 
And tho' compelled to go, 
^ Hid heart is fiU'd with woe ; 
For his master, like a Turk, 
Keeps him close to work ; 
Yet he does contrive it 
To act a bit in private. 
To keep in the life of an Actor. 
Buskin, sock. 
Only mock, 
Nightly playing 
Gets quite gay in ; 
Trade neglected. 
Gets suspected, 
Makes a rout, 
And is lock'd out. 
Hey down, oh down, derry, derry down ; 
And all for the life of an Actor. 



Now open war declared 

By master no more sacred ; 

Heeds not parental grief, 

But boldly takes relief ; 

Cancels his indenture, 

Goes to seek adventure. 
Commencing thus the life of an Actor 

From town to down does roam. 
No money and no home ; 
Finds each sharifig scheme 
Melting like a dream ; 
The cup oatmde m«5 %V\\J^, 
•Bat the inside'E fiftadi ^\'Obl%\X.«\ 
1? 1 
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This is the life of an Actor. 
Looks bespeak 
One meal a week ; 
Daily study, 
Head quite muddy ; 
Gash o* nights 
Don't pay the lights ; 
Stiil rehearsal 
Universal. 

Hey down, oh down, derry, derry down, 

This is the life of an Actor. 

After years* probation, 
He makes an alteration ; 
Blest with genius true, 
Old Time will bring him through ; 
By hope made to aspire. 
He moves a little higher. 
And gets in a circuit, an Actor ; 
Then his £re be rouses. 
Nightly crowded houses ; 
He talent finds a store 
He never had before ; 
Goes from town to town, 
Gains credit and renown, 
Enjoying the life of an Actor, 
Friends abound 
All around ; 
Audience smiling 
Care beguiling ; 
And 1 1 is night 
Yields delight ; 
Profit., pleasure 
Fills his measure. 
Bey down, oh down, derry, derry down. 
This is the life of an Actor. 

Discontent is taunWng, 

Still there's BomeOom^ ^«ii>Axi^\ 
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He burns witli private fury 
For the " Garden " or for '* Drury ;' 
One of them makes profiFer, 
He takes the tempting offer, 
And comes up to London as an Actor. 
The night comes— heart is beating- 
Alas ! there's no retreating : 
Goes through his part with spirit^ 
Gets the stamp of merit ; 
Audience loud applauding, 
Papers next day lauding, 
To cheer up the life of an Actor. 

Had last night 

Much delight ; 

Actor saw. 

Sure to draw ; 

Taste and ease, 

Sure to please ; 

Capability, 

Versatility. 
Hey down, oh down, deny, deny down. 
This is the life of an Actor. 

Of fame on classic ground. 

He gains the topmost round ; 

And, tip- top of the tree, 

Who so great as he ? 

In varied parts he ranges. 

Not dreaming (if sad changesi 
likely to touch every Actor. 

But by some rival elf 

He's put upon the shelf ; 

Manager looks blank, 

Gives parts beneath his lank. 

Of justice he*s a craver, 

But " kissing goes by favour,'* 
And that's felt by every Actor. 
Vain turmoUa, 
Green-room \>co\\a \ 
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Time mia-speiifc 

DiflfNmtent; 

Still BKuro 

BYerjFMaaon; 

Quite at laiga 

Bj diHohMig^. 
Hey dowiiy.ob down,, deny, davy dowOp 
Thift ii the lifis of aa Aotor.. 



*To-Dight we all meet here. 
The drooping hearts to cheeor 
Of those who heretofore 
Have made the benches roar. 
But now, alas ! gone by, 
Whom age com|^ to sigh, 
As they think on the life of an Actor. 
Garrick, 'tis well known, 
Laid th' foundation stone ; 
He knew an Actor's life 
Was lottery and strife, 
Mutable and strange. 
Liable to change. 
And none more strange than an Actor. 

Boyalty 

Here we see. 

Aid our band 

Heart and hand ; 

Public voice 

Makes rejoice ; 

Cordiality, 

Liberality. 
Hey down, oh down, derry, deny down, 
Cheer the last days of an Actor. 

* This song was written for the Anniversary of Dnuy-Lme 
" Theatrical Fund," and as the lust verse is applicable onJ^ to 
iJbat praise-wortk/ Institution, the ainger will see the-aeoeMitj 
ofomittiDgit, 
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THE cow EAT THE PIPER. 

the year '98, when our troubles were great, . 
And it was treiison to be a Milesian, 
loae black- whisker'd set we will nover forgot, 
3^0* history tells us they were Hessians. 

this troublesome time, oh, Hwas a great crimc^ 
And murder never was riper, 
; the sid« of Glenshee, not an acre from me, 
There lived one Dcnuy Byrne, a piper. 

)ither wedding or wake would be worth a shake^ 
That Denny was not first invited, 
; gqueesing the bags and emptying the kegs 
He astonished as well as delighted. 
these times poor Denny could not earn one penny, 
Martial law had him stung like a viper ; 
ley kept him within till the bones and his skin. 
Were grinning thro' the rags of the piper. 

16 evening in June, as he was going home. 

After the fair of It ithnagan, 

hat should he see from the branch of a tree. 

But the corpse of a Hessian there hanging. 

lys Denny, " Those rogues have boots ; I've brogues.*' 

On the boots then belaid such a griper, 

e pulled with such might, and the boots were so 

tight. 
That the legs and the boots came away with the 

piper. 

hen Denny did run, for fear of being hung, 
TIU he came to Tim Kennedy's cabin, 
ija Tim from within, " I can't let you in : 
You'll be shot if you're caught there a rapping," 
!e want to the shed, where the cow was in bed, 
With a wisp he began for to wipe her ; 
hey lay down together, on a a^vexv Cv>o\» i^'^Vlosst^ 
And the cow fell a hagg\ng Wie -^^v^t. 
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Then Denny did yawn, as the day it did dawPi 

And he BtreelM off the boots of the Hessian 

^, j .r . The legs by the law, he left them on the straw, 

* ! /V'^. And be gave them leg-bail for his mission. 

-' - ' When the breakfast was done, Tim sent out hie 



■ jST 1 






. To make Denny jump up hke a lamplighter, 

\ '^f . When the legs there he saw, he roar'd like aja< 

. ; :h i '% 't ** Oh, daddy, the cow's eat the piper." 

:,.'\^?>^; "Musha, bad luck an* the baste, she*d a i 

taste. 
For to eat such a beautiful chanter. 
Arrah, Patric avic, take a lump of a stick. 

Drive her off to Glenhealy — we'll cant her." 
Mrs. Kennedy bawl'd, and the neighbours wer< 

They began for to humbug and jibe her ; 
To the chuichyard Tim walked, with the legs in 
And the cow will be hung for the piper. 

The cow she was drove a mile or two off, 

To the fair at the side of Glenheal}', 
And there she was sold, for four guineas in goh 
To the clerk of the parish, Tim Daley. 
.J. .,.- They went to a tent, the lucky penny was spen 

1'"' V,f*' ^^^ clerk being a jolly old s wiper, 

:|j'. Who the blazes was there, playing the " R? 

Kildare." 
But poor Denny Byrne the piper. 

Then Tim gave a bolt, like a half-dninken colt. 

At the piper he gazed like a gomniock. 

He said, ''By the powers! I thought thes< 

hours, 

You were playing in Drinan Dhu's stomach. 

Tlien Denny observed how the Hessian was sei 

And they all wished nicks secure to the grip< 

I^or grandeur they met, their "w\u8t\fta \i\ift^ nn«^ 

And like devils they danced touivd Oaft Y^^ei 
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NO TRADESMEN ARE ALLOWED. 

J. E. Cabpbntbb.] [2Vnc— ** No Irish need apply." 

I ONCE was voted in a club, 

It cost me very dear, 
But I thought rd stand the racke% 
And of black-balls have no fear ; 
I did get in, and I suppose 

I ought to feel quite proud, 
For the ** circle** was **^ exclusive ** — and 
**No tradesmen were allowed." 
I had not been in trade myself, 
But my grandfather avowed. 
He smoked his pipe at the " Cat and Pig)'* 
Where tradesmen were allowed. 

The members they were first-rate swells, 

Or so themselves they thought, 
If I didn't feel they'd honour*d me. 

Why, I suppose, I ought ; 
Their boots were varnished leather. 

And their waistcoats they were "loud," 
But they never paid their tailors where 
*' No tradesmen were allowed.** 
One day a snip contrived to slip 

His way into this crowd. 
But 'twas " Lord Fitzsnooks is out of town " 
And — *'No tradesmen are allowed.'* 

They played liigh whist — but when they lost^ 

Not few of them would say, 
" Put this down to the old account, 

I'll settle all — some day." 
Then Hebrew-looking gentlemen 

The waiters often rowed, 
If they wouldn't take their cards in 
Where — '* No tradesmen are allowed.'* 
I followed one once down the street 

And heard him say aloud, 
"I'll have that yoong aweU locked u\^ ^^ 
Where — tradeAmea «c^ «5\o>n^4? 
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Tbey are mostly single gentlemen^ 

But still some married men. 
If they're liberal, admitted are 
As members now and then ; 
It may be that their pedigree 

Is hid behind a cloud. 
But they can*t be so particular 

Where " no tradesmen are allowed." 
I heard of one whose wife had been 

A lady, not too proud. 
But of course she'd made her money 
Where " no tradesmen were allowed." 



Of literary members too. 

They do boast of two or three, 
But what they ever did or wrote 

A mystery is to me ; 
I know that, added to their names, 

Are letters quite a crowd, 
P'raps F.S.A. may only mean 
But "Fellows, Shabby, Allowed.'* 
The shabbiness consists in this 

That men should e'er have vowed, 
It is the tailor makes the man, 
Yet "no tradesmen are allowed.** 

A lord of many acres there 

He oft would dine in state, 
And they said that Tiiany ackers were 

** Oft driven from his gate ;** 
In fact he stood on " no repairs " 
Wiih those who to him bowed. 
When he went down to his mansion 
Wliere no tradesmen were allowed. 
I've heard that his great grandfather 

The very same fields ploughed. 
But that was long \)e{oTe \)[ie \ivK\« 
''^o tradesmen were «b\Vo^ft^.^* 



THE entertainer's SONG BOOK. l07 

They are all right down Protectionists, 

Have blue books on their shelves, 
To prove that what they mean by this 

Is to protect themselves ; 
Each rail-excursion they'd put down, 

And vulgar steam -boat crowd. 
Bat they '*open on the Sunday," tho* 
No tradesmen are allowed. 
A great sensation preacher is 

A member, but they*re cow'd, 
When he tells them that p'raps they wont go 
Where tradesmen are allowed. 



I've cut that club — or it cut me, 

It does not matter which, 
!For saying once *' A Man's a Man 

(With Burns) or poor or rich ; 
Go, look at England's Commons' House, 

And say should we be proud 

As now we are of them, if there 

No tradesmen were allowed ? 

Oh ! long may English commerce stand 

To raise us o'er the crowd, 
Whose little pigmy voices squeak 
" No tradesmen are allowed." 



»» 



JOHN WHITE, THE NEW POLICEMAN, 

[^tr — " Such a nice young girl."] 

John Whitk he was the smartest man of all the New 

Police, 
Although he'd but a pound a week, to keep him and 

the peace ; 
The servant girls as John pass'd by, came to their 

doors to talk. 
And though he was long on the ste\i^ was not allow'd 

to taalk / "^S^^^^ ^^- 



Soon to a cook, one SoMm lk wiii ^ J<taitalk'Arfh|> 

fill lOTO, 

And thought bar, thoogli a klbolMn mrffl^ afti 

This cook declared thai iioii» to hm- oool 

■boiUd impute. 
So boking on nia«m/bfiii, ihe smiled ajpon Wiwrfff 



tnpon 



But soon, alas I she^ foanfL him ooi, md lua farfj^ 

Jffoepecta niarr*4 
ohn, like all the- New Foliee^ wafrMOMlJiiMsoff 
his guard; 
One night she went to see Jane Sly, the oook to 

Br. Drake, 
And there with Jane, and oyster sanoe, she tbmu^h/t 
love at ttake, Tl UA ds^ to 

John kept his eyes fiz'd on his plate^ alann^d at 

Susan's fright, 
Who cry'd "For shame P' and then deriared^ nsst 

day her wrongs sh^d righi; 
She wrote this touching note to Jane^ saying; ** Yoa'U 

never see me more, 
For you have split a happy Jiatr, and out me to the 

coreT Titolde,&c. 

Next day she wrote to faithless John, " Yon know, 

sir, I'm your betters — 
Indeed, the postman says I've made much progran 

in my IrUera; 
I hoped for joy, John, when I chose my love ftom 

humble state, 
For being cook, of course I know what brc&8 attend 

i/ie great / Ti tol de, fto. 

As you've deceived mei, so farewell^ yoa iaia* aad 
wicked youth, 
J/ind though you're one of tYkie focoie, V^a^asA' 
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So I'm determiued, 1 John White, to plunge into 

the river. 
And scorn, as I have lost my hearty to be a forlorn 

liver r 

Ti tol de, &c. 

To Waterloo-bridge then straight she went, poor 

melancholy soul. 
And as ike was a belle for death, she gave the usual 

toll; 
Then turning pale at thoughts of White, she climb'd 

the bridge's brink. 
And like a fearless kitchen-maid, she perish'd in a 

sink I Ti tol de, &c. 

John heard her fate, and sighing cried, '' Alas ! my 

hopes are o'er, 
For though I made 80 mviick of her, I find she is no 

more ;" 
John's still alive, but grown so thin by constant woes 

and pains, 
That literary servant-maids, now call him Whitens 

Remains. H tol de, &c. 



FOUR FEET HIGH. 

Thouas Hudsow.] [ra»e— •• LoTe«si«k Looby.' 

What a misery it is to be just four feet high, 

I'm sure you'll all feel for my case ; 
For when but an infant, the gossips would cry, 

My growing they never could trace. 
To see me so little, 'tis truth, and that's poz, 

Gave father and mother much pain : 
But, in short, why short I all my life was, 

And in short, why short I remain. 
Oh dear 1 oh dear 1 
Ob, haplem misfortune — ^I ieeW^ — ^jQa.\.\» 
Should never grow taUer t\i%n. iovxs ifi^\C!k^^ 
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My school I weot thro', and some years pass'd away^ 

And altho* I looked but a boy ; 
With other lads taller I soornM to play^ 

For I thought myself hobbe-de-hoy. 
Fate cut my prospects, and sternly decreed — 

Stinted my growth so that I 
Did reach four and t'venty years old, and, indeed. 

Before I was four feec high. 

Oh dear ! oh dear 1 
Oh, hapless misfortune — I sob and I sigh> 
To think I*m not more than four feet high. 

I then fell in love, and a courting I went — 

A beautiful damsel so fair ; 
Who was just six feet tall, but she would notconsenty 

And all my hope turn'd to despair. 
To gaze on her charms put me all in a stir, 

I felt my poor heart was not free : 
Imploring her pity, I lookM up to her. 

With scorn she lookM down upon me. 
Oh dear ! oh dear ! 
Too short to be married — I sob and I sigli. 
Because I*m not more than four feet high. 

The refusal from her fill'd my heart full of woe, 

Oh, love gave my valour a twist ; 
I made up my mind for a soldier to go, 

And boldly I went to enlist. 
But corporal, sergeant, and all — nine or ten— 

At my resolution did laugh, 
And told me they only took good-sized men, 

And I was too little by half. 
Oh dear ! oh dear ! 
Too short to be shot at — 1 sob and I sigh ; 
My greatest misfortune is — four feet high. 

As J walk thro' the streets, I feel some alarm 
To see every tall person come ; 



W/jose looks plainly say, " Como \xt\^ 
y^ou wee little hop o my tViumV).*' 
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And each gawkey boy, my walk who comes near, 

Seems but to act by one plan ; 
For all of them cry, " Companions, look here — 

Xiook at the queer little man." 
Oh dear ! oh dear 1 
SooflTd by young urchins, who jeering go by, 
Because I*m not more than four feet high. 

Bay after day I my shoitness deplore. 

With grief my poor heart is quite full ; 
I can't reach a knocker, to knock at a door. 

Nor one single bell can I pull ; 
Tet from this I get consolation a bit, 

And sentiments speak of all small men ; 
I know very well we only are fit 

To be waited upon by the tall men. 
Oh dear ! oh dear ! 
Hapless misfortune — I feel it — that I 
Should never be taller than four feet high. 

There's one very pleasing reflection to me 

(To own it I cannot refuse) — 
With my short person contented I'd be. 

If the ladies I can but amuse. 
And should any fair one, I vow on my life. 

Take pity on me and my song, 
Fll purchase the licence — make her my wife, 

Ajid marry, tho' shorty before long. 
Oh dear ] oh dear 1 
To make her quite happy I'm sure I would try, 
Altho' I'm not taller than four feet high. 



BILLY BARLOW. 

Oh, ladies and gentTmen, how do you do ? 

I've come here, you see, with one boot and one shoe ; 

I don't know bow 'tio, but somehow 'tis so, 

Now isn't it hard upon Billy Barlow t 

Now isn't it hard upon li\\\y "BaAo^. 
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As I was going down town t'other day, 
The people all stared, and some of 'em did say-— 
**Why that *ere young chap, now he ain't so slow," 
" I guess not," says a lady, ''that's William £»rlow T 

Oh, dear ! oh, raggedy, oh ! 
** I guess not," says a lady, " that's William Baiiow.*' 

I paid sixpence to-day, and how odd it did seem, 
To see lots of Chickens a hatching by steam ; 
So I said to the man wat conducted the show— 
'' Can you hatch me a chicken like Billy Barlow V* 

Oh, dear ! oh, raggedy, oh 1 
The real " Cochin China" is Billy Barlow I 

I went down to Woolwich by rail t'other day, 
And seed lots of Sogers a going away ; 
And the young women there gave vent to such woe 
You'd ha thought they were parting from Billy Barlow. 

Oh, dear ! oh, raggedjc, oh ! 
You'd ha' thought they were parting from Billy Barlow. 

There^s been lots of fun, so I've heard the folks say. 
About " tables that move" in a queer kind of way ; 
My landlord declared that some rent J did owe. 
And he soon " moved th& tables" of Billy Barlow. 

Ob, dear 1 oh, raggedy, oh ! 
'Cause the rents are enormous on Billy Barlow. 

There's a chap in this town, of his name I can't think, 
He's trying to persuade people not for to drink ; 
When be show'd me his medal, 1 says, " It's no go I 
You can't make a teetotaller of Billy Barlow." 

Oh, dear ! oh, raggedy, oh ! 
The cold- water-cure don't suit Billy Barlow. 

To the great Crystal Palace I went t'other day. 
The man at the door he axed me for to pay ; 
" What," says I, ** pay !" and I looked at him so, 
S/iys he, "Pass in^ 1 knew you, you're Biily ilarlow." 

Oh, dear \ oV\, ta.w'^^^, Q\iLV 
4 Free List subscriber was BUYy "Bm\ov. 
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t half-past one I was coming aw.i}', 
1 a servant in livery came up to say, 
Koyal Highness Prince Alfred was anxious la 
:now 
oould take luncheon with Billy Barlow.*' 

Oil, dear ! oh, raggedy, oh I 
ipttgae and a sausage for Billy Barlow. 

ladies and genTmcn I'll wish you good-by, 
Bt a new Buit when clothes ain't so high, 
At*8 shocking bad, that all of you know, 
t looks well on the head of young Billy Barlow. 



10' FIFTY I AM STILL A BEAU ! 

Batlt.] IXTuBic by J. Blbwitt. 

Tho* fifty I am still a beau, 

My face is smooth and fair ; 
No dandy in his teens can show 

A finer head of hair. 
My wig suspicion has defied, 

I take observers in, 
For when the curls are comb*d aside. 

You'd swear you saw the skin ! 

My sight may fail, but you will ne'er 

Behold a beau in specs ; 
We've double glasses, which we wear 

Suspended round our necks ; 
Those spectacles proclaim decay. 

And make one look fourscore. 
Bat double glasses seem to say, 
Near sighted— nothing more." 



u 



To modem vocalists, alone, 
I give my word of praise. 

But never own to having known 
The stars of olViev ^^«. 
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Though Mara sang delightfully 
When I was in my prime ; 

When she is named I say ** Dear me } 
She was before my time." 

My nephews say (I^m well aware) 

That I shall never wed. 
They hope his worldly goods to share, 

When Uncle John is dead. 
But ladies smile on Uncle John, 

He knows what he's about, 
And when he weds, his eldest son. 

Will cut his cousins out. 

For some sweet girl I daily seek. 

Not more than twenty-one; 
A perfect figure, and a cheek 

Like roses in the sun ; 
Good fortune and good family, 

Good temper too I want ; 
When all these charms combined I see, 

Then, nephews, hail your aunt ! 



JUDY M'CAETHY OF FISHAMBLE- 

LANE. 

A Cork Lyric] [The late Mr. Yolbsbit, of Cork. 

ITune—" The Flower of Dunblane."] 

The sun had gone down, and the lofty dark moun- 
tains 
Were hid from the view by a smart shower of rain, 
AVhen I wander'd in search of a few of t^ose round 
things 
Called sausages, made up in Fishamble Lane. 
There as I walked on 'midst broiling and frying, 
I spied out a fair one — my heart felt a pain ; 
Is/it myself down^ for I thought 1 ^'a,^ ^'Sviv^ 
^or Judjr M *Carthy of FiahanvXAa Iati^ 
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gazed on the fair one — one eye was a swivel, 

Her nose it was smutty, her hands not too clean ; 
Jhe told me that then she was broiling a dovil, 

For which they are famous in Fishaiuble Lane. 
'You're broiling a devil," says I, ** Judy Carthy ; 

The devil may broil you and boil you again ; 
Pot broils I (ietest, and this moment I part ye, 

Miss Judy McCarthy of Fishamble Lane. " 



THE USEFUL YOUJSTG MAN. 

. OoLLTBB.] [JlfwMc by J. Blbwitt. 

SThat, make myself useful ? indeed, ma'am, I can't, 

Ha not my vocation, and really I shan't ; 

^at, come when I'm calPd, and do just as desired! 

rhen take myself off when no longer required ; 

iKan, jump, fetch, carry, live but to obey, 

l?hen barely be thank'd, and kick'd out of the way, 

[?hat forms, I assure you, no part of my plan^ 

indeed, ma'am, I'm not a useful young man. 

'. know how they're used by the merciless fair, 
ia Tom, pray come here, or now, Tom, go there, 
)r Tom, my good creature, just pop on your hat, 
ind borrow us this thing or purchase us that ; 
!)r make yourself useful, and change us this book, 
)r write out a passage from Moore's Lalla Rookh ; 
)r I know you'll oblige us, so fasten this fan — 
Has ! what a drudge is a useful young man. 

But dire are his woes when he ^oes to a rout, 
* La ! Mary, my dear, there's Miss Cross sitting out, 
3o find her a swain" — then they look the beaux o'er, 
\.nd the Useful Young Man's trotted up to the bore ; 
)r while snuffing the candles, the good-natured fool 
Js dragg'd from the ball-room to make u|) a pool; 
iVhere horrid old ladies will cheat if they can, 
^ile they snap, spit, and snarl at the O&qCuI Y<ivij\sL 
Mail 
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When tlie paHy breaks up, and the dancing is donei 
'Midst t be last dying flashes of frolic and fun. 
Should some bright- eyed girl have to go home alone^ 
By some rude, selfish fellow she's seized, ten to one. 
While the Useful Young Man's trotted off through the 

snow 
With some ill-natured thing that's a long way to go; 
For such are the ladies that always trepan 
That poor helpless victim, the Useful Young Man. 



THE LANCASHIEE WITCHES. 

Cbasles DiBDiir.] [Ifune by Dnsor. 

Of familiars you've heard, and hobgoblins and sprite% 

And of conj'rors, and spectres, and fairies ; 
That posses-i us in dreams, draw our curtains at nighi^ 

And play five hundred other vagaries, 
But all we've been told of these mischiefs and harras, 

That to hearts give such pains and such twitches. 
Are nothing compared to the spells and the charms 

Eecorded of Lancashire witches. 

Nor, the manner excepted, to this very day 

Have the spells undergone alteration : 
For Lancashire females have charms that convey 

At this numient the same fascination. 
And of yore if their votaries through fear took a 
prance 

In the air, over hedges and ditches. 
In chase of fond hope, they arc now led a dance 

By the charms of the Lancashire witches. 

The familiars of both vary only in name : 
Those sat scowling in plaits and in ririiples ; 

These are sports, loves and pleasures, that play the 
same game, 
But they revel in smiles and in dimples. 
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Thus, as hope and as fear the same torment imparts, 

When wrought to extremity's pitches, 
Let all who are plagued with sutsccpbibio hearts 

Beware of these Lancashire witches. 

The Lancashire witches, their power to keep. 

Of the heart at one stroke make a capture : 
The charms of old times struck you all of a heap, 

Now they strike you with wonder and rapture. 
And if old ugly hags made tlie candles burn blue, 

And had nightmares, and heart-aches, and stitcbes. 
So we still have the heart- aches, and e'en night mares 
too, 

From these beautiful Lancashire witches. 

Yet, would ye avert all these spells and these charms, 

Sue to Hymen to be your auxiliar ; 
Let the witchcraft be laid in that circle her arms, 

And let love be your mutual familiar. 
So delight and enchantment shall grace ev*ry houi*. 

While contentment each pleasure enriches, 
And good humour and sweetness the magical pow r 

Still confirm of the Lancashire witches. 



WE'RE AS HAPPY AS WE CAN DESIRE. 

3 ii«TT*«« 1 S Tune^" When the Heart of a 

4. BBULBB.j ^ Man."— (First part twice.) 

I LOVE a young woman with carroty hair, 

I loye an old woman whose pole is bare ; 

I love every creatur, who has but good natur. 

No matter to me if she^s dark or fair. 

My Sary at home has cheeks of a rose, 

A bright blue eye and nice little nose ; 

But what I like better's to see her good natur. 

Whenever she^s washing the family clothes. 

She rubs and scrubbles the suds about> 

liil every spot of dirt be out ; 

And after that sits down by the fire 

With me, as good xiSblUY^ «A\<sKDL^<eKa^ 
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I love all the ladies to romp among. 

No matter to roe if they're old or young ; 

I love every woman, tho'ts rather utioomtnoiiy 

Who knows the right time to hold her toogfiM. 

My Sary at home has got this gift, 

And when she sees that I am tift, 

She does not tease, nor flurry, nor worry, 

But silently tries to prove Pm wrong, 

By smiling and bringing me out some ale, 

Ajid cheese and bread that isn't sta'e, 

Then coaxing and coaxing until I sit by her. 

As pleased and as happy as I can desire. 

I love a young woman with but one eye, 

I love an old woman who's all awry. 

With a skin like a tanner's, if only her manners 

Know how to behave when a stranger's nigh. 

My Sary at home's the one for this. 

Whoever I bring, there's nought amiss ; 

She does as she's bidden, without being chiddeBy 

And every body admires our bliss. 

Out she brings the bread and cheese. 

Or fries some bacon, if we please, 

Along with eggs — she's a capital frier, 

And makes us as happy as we can desire. 

I love a young woman who's deaf and dumb, 
I love an old woman who'tj lost her bloom ; 
If tough or if tender, I'll ever defend her 
Who knows the right time to stop at home. 
My Sary's at home whene'er I'm ill — 
Than mine, she has no other will ; 
Ne'er gads nor dawdles, but mixes up cordials 
To coax me to swallow each powder and pill. 
She cheers me np with her smiling face, 
She never will visit a neighbour's place ; 
Until I get better and 1 c«n.\s% tlv^Vw^ 
So we're as happy aa yf^ oan deevte. 
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THE TAILOE'S DAUGHTEU. 

<Z8 PiBDIK.] iMusic by DiBDIN 

JE tailor's fair daughter of our gay town, 

As a body may say, was a wag ; 

le had not the heart on a lover to frown, 

Tliough of lovers in plenty she'd brag. 

nth her father's whole shopboard she'd toy and 
she'd laugh, 

Of their torment and pain making fun : 
"Fie, wench!" cried the aunt, ** you're too for- 
ward by half — 

You should never encourage but one." 

Cried Miss, *' My dear Aunt, as they sit in a row. 

Can weak feniiiles beware of their arts? 
Their le^is graceful bending are Cupid's cross-bow, 

And their needles are so many darts : 
Did Venus this troop of Adonises see, 

They'd all win her as sure as a gun ; 
Then how, my dear Aunt, can a mortal like me 

Besolve to encourage but one ? 

*' There's the polish'd Joe Thimble, the neat Tommy 
Tit, 
And Frank Finedraw, of love know the art; 
Of Tom Sheers and Ned Needle, might soon the 
keen wit 
Cut out work for a duchess's heart : 
Then on Goose, Snip, and Cabbage, with raillery so 
neat. 
Does Will Whipstitch so quibble and pun. 
That in happiness how could my hopes be complete, 
From this set did I choose out but one ?" 

Cried the Aunt, " Do you think. Miss, Vve not had 
my day ? 

There was Hobnail the smith, and Tom Slough; 
And Skughter tlie butcher, «o teii^x vcA \{^ \ 

And then Guzzle, that kepXiXViAT^xai^Hi^ 
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Then tho sexton and clerk would have led me to 
church ; 

Sudds the barber, and Bob at the Tun ? 
But your uncle I saw, left them all in the lurch. 

And e'er since have been constant to one/* 

Then cried Miss, '* We're agreed, and I'll soon tell 
you how. 
For the maxim on't none can deny ; 
At your feet in the dumps, sigh, and promise, and 
vow, 
Nine lovers you*vo had, so have I ; 
But your case, my dear aunt, is quite difiTr^nt to 
mine — 
Yours were men, mine but ninths only run ; 
So, d'ye see, even though I should wed the whole 
nine, 
I should still be but constant to one." 



CHAPTEE or MADNESS ! 

James Beuton.] [Tm«c— " Chapter of Eicgs.** 

In this age of vexation, when all things are bad, 
Oh, is there not plenty to make a man mad ? 
Jack Ketch's profession degenerates fast. 
And each man will be his own hangman at last. 

But, barring all bother. 

The one, or the other. 
We're all of us mad in our turn. 

The maddest of mankind will swear a man's crack' d, 
If he through pure drollery do a strange act ; 
He's seen better days, but now, though he's spnm'd. 
He mustn't look back, or they'll say his head's 
tum'd! But) &C. 

Ftxnn sublimity's tower iVieT^ \b WV. Quft\<«ss^, 
-Ere the soft ground of ioW^ 'jo\xcoTftft>3L^w^^\wss!^ 



THE extektainee's soxg book. 121 

Tour wit, he turns author to augment his pelf — 
But when he's pleased others, he goes mad liimself. 

But, &c. 

Your amorons swain, to his sensitive dove, 
Swears by each power, ** that to madness I love !" 
But though ever so mad, let him once be tied to her. 
To his seoBes she'll pretty soon bring him, I'm 
surel But) ftc. 

A married manVi Ijome oft a madhouse we see, 
A maniac the man, and a fury is she ; 
l^ough lucid intervals possess the mad pair. 
For many beside themselves oft they make there. 

But, &c. 

Then our keepers, the ministers, are a bit crack' d. 
Like madmen they talk, and like madmen they act; 
** £Sach dog has his day ;'* would the^e dog days were 

past! 
What a state our poor country's come to at last ! 

But, &c. 

John Bull is a road bull, as evVy one knows, 
He's growled at and goaded wherever he goes : 
But when bis horns grow, let his hunters beware. 
Or like a tossM shilling they'll go in the air. 

But, &c. 

Astronomers mad are, Pll prove pretty soon, 
Don't they talk sometimes queer 'bout the change 

of the moon ? 
The miser is mad, too, to hoard up his pelf — 
For others to squander while he starves himself. 

But, &c. 

The drunkard's a madman, for oft it is said, 
A man that drinks deep is not right in his head. 
For that enemy, drink, he goes prowling ahout, 
And if he gets in, he knocks Mx. B^x^xv^^ v^\\\»\ 
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The doctors are all road, too^-ay, mad as March 

hares, 
Though often you'll own th^^e ifl method in theirs ; 
They swear a man's mad, to nibble his pelf, 
^yhen he ought to have on the straight-jacket himaetf I 

But, &0. 

But to mention minutely, I shan't bo exact, 

I can prove pretty soon, now, that all the world'f 

crack*d. 
If it is upside down, as is said by the leam'd. 
Why every one's brains of course must be turn'd. 

But, &e. 

But if any-madveriiona I pass on each elf, 
You'll say that I'm non compos mentis myself ! 
So I'll even give in, lest you before long, 
Say I am but raving, and mine's a mad song ! 

Bufc, &C. 



:\IY HUSBAND MEANS EXTREMELY 

WELL. 

T. II. Batlt.] [Mu9ic by Sib H, E. Bishop. 

Mt hashand means extremely well, 

Good, houest, humdrum man ; 
Antl really t can hardly te!l 

How first our feuds began. 
It was a niHtch of my mainma*8» 

No match at all I mean. 
Unless declining fift^ has 

One feature like fifteen. 

I long'd to leave the prosing set» 

Papa and durance vile, 
I longUl to have a landauVeV., 
And fojur neat greys m at;}\Q \ 
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Sir William's steeds were thorouorhbrcd. 

He wooed me fourteen days. 
And I consented, though his head 

Was greyer than his greya. 

For, oh 1 I pined for pineries, 

Plate, pin-money, and pearls ; 
For smiles from royal highnesses, 

Dukes, marquises, and earls. 
Sir William was in Parliament, 

And noticed by the king. 
So when he made his aeltlaiunt, 

It was a settled thing. 

He grumbles now 1 a woman's whim 

Turns night to day, he says, 
As if he thought I'd sit with him. 

Benighting all my days ! 
At six he rises, as for me. 

At twelve I ring my bell ; 
Thus we're wound up alternately^ 

Like buckets in a well. 



THE INC AS OF PERU. 

BOB.ET B. BB0UOH.1 {^^^^^'[i^ew!^ '"^ 

Thirb*s no excuse for ignorance, now baronets and 

earls 
Have taken, from the lecture-room, to pelting us with 

pearls. 
A grateful pig, Pve humbly scraped to pick up one or 

two, 
And learnt a few statistics of the Incas of Peru. 
No doubt a many in this room may glean a hint or 

two, 
From what Pye just been reading of the Incas of 

Peru. 
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Peru is in America — (you see how I've got on !) 
Producing gold in hundredweights^ and silver by the 

ton ; 
With burning plains, but grassy dells, where cooling 

breezes lurk ; 
Tlie place in fact to live — ^with some one else to do the 

work. 
No doubt a many in this room, the self-same point 

of view 
Would take of it, precisely, as the Incas df Peru. 

The Incas were a royal race, descended from the sun. 
In person quite distinguish'd from the folks of com* 

mon run : 
TheyM smaller hands, and cleaner teeth, a finer type 

of nose; 
They )iad no chilblains on their heels, or corns upon 

their toes. 
No doubt a many in this room, with marks df birth 

in view 
Like those, would kiss the shoe-strings of the Inciui 

of Peru. 

In right of their divine descent, they own'd Peruvians 

soil; 
Of course, such dainty finger-tips were never made to 

toil- 
In fact, 'twas 'gainst the laws they should— exo^ io 

bring in pails 
Of water for the monarch's bath, or cut the royal nails. 
No doubt a many in this room would swagger if they 

knew 
Gold- Shaving-Pot-in- Waiting to the Incas of Peru* 

Now, something like a ruling class were they : beneath 
their rule 
JVb common peraon^a children were a\\oV^ \.o ^<i Vi 
^school; 
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\.nd none to hold an office or command could e'er 

expect — 
5ave those of Inca families, which kept the tiling select. 
No doubt a many in this room know younger sons 

who rue 
Not having such connexions as the Incas of Peru. 

Their priests the people taught, the greatest crime w.as 

shirking toil ; 
V.nd, next to that, begrudging to their lieges all itsspoi). 
Che cottar as he delved the mine, or reap'd the golden 

maize, 
Ybs made to sing war-songs in his indulgent mastei''8 

praise. 
No doubt a many in this room had earned a pound 

or two, 
By writing flunkey ballads for the Incas of Peru. 

!'he Incas had their game preserves — vast flocks of 

llama goats, 
That fatten' d on the workman's com, like pheasants 

on our oats. 
^n annual bunch (say one per cent.) of fleece each serf 

might pull 
Vt shearing time, *mid dance and song — much cry and 

little wool ! 
No doubt a many in this room will this concession 

view, 
As rather feeble-minded in the Incas of Peru ! 

^ey'd poor laws, too, well organized — a man his 

work who*d done, 
That is, the Incas) might not to his own poor garden run, 
Jntil his neighbours, old and sick, he'd helpM with 

might and main ; 
iVTiich saved relieving officers — from vagrants cleared 

the plain. 
No doubt a many in this room, a scandal tKvcJs^ 

it, to 
Abuse paternal rulers, like \.\\© li\c^^ \A^««\jl. 

H 
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The people were contented then, like hounds or rabbtti 

tame; 
Buty well-a>day 1 one morning ^e, Pixacro^ cui 

throats came. 
'' Peruvians arm ! ** the Incas cry'; " your plakn and 

cities fair. 
Invaders threaten !" but the people didn't seem to care. 
"So doubt a many in this room as dastard tradton 

view 
The hinds who wouldn't mlly round the Incas tA 

Peru, 

The Spaniards cut the Incas' throats ; the people calm 

look'd on : 
Slaves like a change of masters — they submitted to the 

Don; 
He paid as well, allow'd them drink: four centMes 

have gone round. 
The Indians of Peru are still the slaves the Spaniards 
found. 
No doubt a many in this room, in this recital true, 
Can weep but for the downfall of the Incas of Peru. 



SIE TILBUEY TOTT AND HIS LADY. 

Thbodorb Hook.] [^Air—** Oh 1 my deary.' 

The plump Lady Tott to her husband one day 
Said, " Let us go driving this evening, I pray." 

(L!»dy Tott was an alderman's dauyhter.) 
"Well, uhere shall we go?" said Sir Tilbury Tott. 
** Why, my love," said my lady, "the weather is hot, 

Suppose we drive round by the water, — 
The water, — 

Suppose we drive round by the water." 

The dinner was ended, the claret was ' ' dane,'* 
The knight getting np, — gettmg doww nnas Uie sun,— 
A nd my lady agog for Vie»x\i-a\wx^\Wt \ 
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When Sir TiH)ury, lazy, like cows after grains, 

Said, " Tlie weather is lowering, my love; see it rains, — 

Only look at the rlrops in the water, — 
The water, — 

Only look at the drops in the water.*' 

liadj Tott, who, when earnestly fixed on a drive, 
Overcame all ercuses Sir Til might contrive, 

Had her bonnet and parasol brought her : 
Says she, " Dear Sir Til, don't let me ask in vain ; 
The dots in the pond which you take to be rain 

Are nothing but flies in the water, — 
The water, — 

Are nothing but flies in the water/' 

Sir Tilbury saw that he could not escape j 

So he put on his coat, with a three-doubled cape. 

And then by the hand gently caught her; 
And lifting her up to his high one-horse **sbay," 
She settled her ** things," and the pair drove away 

And skirted the edge of the water, — 
The water, — 

And skirted the edge of the water. 

Sir Til was quite right ; on the top of his crown, 
lake small shot in volleys, the rain peppered down, — 

Only small shot would do much more slaughter, — 
Till the gay Lady Tutt, who was getting quite wet, 
Said, " My dear Sir T. T.," in a kind of half pet, 

"Turn back, for I'm drenched with rain-water, — 
Rain-water, 

Turn back, for I'm drenched with rain* water." 

'* Oh, dear Lady T.," said Til, winking hia eye, 
"You everything know so much better than I ;" 

(For when angry with kindness he fought her). 
''Ton may fancy this rain, as I did before ; 
But you show'd me my folly ; — 'tis really no more 

Than the skimming of flies in the water, — 
The water, — 

The skimming o£ fiLiea m ^iXi^ "v^i^M^ 



.^^ 
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; drove her about for an hour or two, 
11 her ladyship's clothes were completely soak*d 
through, 
Then home to Tott Cottage he brought her, 
.lid said, " Now, Lady T., by the joke of to-night, 
11 reign over you ; for you'll own that I'm rights 
And know ram, nia'am^ from Hies in the water,—- 
The water, — 
Know rain, ma'am, from flies in the water." 



A FOGGY NIGHT. 

JicoB Com.] f ^""w"^^ what aroir, 

J (. what a rumpus." 

Oil ! the sprees of the town — people talk with sudi 
delight of 'em, 
That all allow a row is now as pleasant as a ball ; 
So I t'other night wander'd out just to get a sight of 
'em ; 
But, egad ! it was so foggy that I couldn't see 
at all. 
So dark it got the folks knew not the places that sur- 
rounded 'em ; 
AVheii lights were had 'twas just as bad — they bothered 

and confounded 'em. 
lloi-ses falling, coachmen bawling, women, too, with 

louder clacks ; 
And men with powder'd whiskers who had never paid 
the powder tax. 

Oh ! what a fog — what a suffocating fog it is 
Enough to choke a dog it is, 
I do declare. 

Molly Mog cursed the fog, and lamented very seriov 
That in the mist she*d missed the chance of meeti 
her John ; 
I^jJJy Bacon w&a mietaken, in a way the most myr 

no 113, 
Se took another person's Y^atcVi itvaVi^^Qt Xswk 
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The heads of some in contact came sufficient to be 

stunning you — 
**0h! sir, 1 beg your pardon — wheic tl»o devil iiv& 

you running to V* 
Old Mother Hughes was so confused, the fo;; it di<l 

accost her so, 
She found herself in Lombard-street, and thought 

'twas Paternoster-row. 

Oh ! what a fog, &c. 



* I say, Joe, when you go, don't forget your upper 
Benjamin, 
Toa*ll find it very comfortable going thro* the fog ; 
Tve a coat which I bought when I went on board 
an Indiaman, 
And I think it wouldn't hurt us if we took a drop 
of grog. 
[11 tie a fogle round my scrag, and notwithstanding 

you may quiz 'em, 
fhete things very often save one getting cold or 

rheumatism. 
ILchilles in the park has no notion of a fog, or he 
9^oald certainly petition for a bit of upper toggery. 

Oh ! what a fog, &c. 



Tom declared that the losses in the fog were of the 
oddest he 
Had ever found of giving cause for people to com- 
plain : 
Two parsons lost their prudence, three wonien lost 
their modesty. 
And a bailiff lost his conscience, which heneVr found 
again. 
k. footman was so mystified, a door he couldn't rap it 

^nd BO he lost his place, miOl ^ot ^\^W^ Vj.'^'^^^''^ 
Appetite ; 
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Tom vow*d he'd leave off drinking^ and I donolliiiiik 

he meant a lie, 
But he lost his recollectioD, and so got drirak aeoi* 

dentally. Oh ! whsl a fog^ ftc. 

In the mist I had kissed an angel, as I thought of her^, 

And gladly I'd escort'd her, but I was too shr ; 
To fall in love at first sight — ^for the first sight I 

caught of her, 
I found she was a Blackamoor, and had but one 

eye. 
Said I, *' I think I'll buy a link, I shan't knoir men 

from women else ;" 
For folks were led about wiili links as if they Bad 

been criminals. 
But finding now^ in case of row, I couldn't see to 

thump any, 
I left the fog, and here did jog, to join this happy 

company. Oh ! what a fog, ftc. 



ME. PUMPKIN AND HIS WIFK 

J. H.] Tune--'* Mr. Sunfiaas." 

Mr. Pumpkin and his wife were a domesticated pair, 
Residing in a " villa in the suburbs of the town ;" 
Mr. Puuipkin every morning dress'd with cleanliness 
and care. 
Would on his regular box-seat to the City travel 
down. 

Mr. Pumpkin left his business every afternoon at 
four — 
Peturn'd to "Pnmpkin Villa," there to rest and to 
recruit ; 
And being a somewhat bulky man — some fourteen 

stone or more — 
He always loved to lYixo-w aav^e "V^a ^M'S.-^svsN. QIvVjj 
jb auit. 
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Mr. Pumpkin bad some slippers, which were much 
worn down at heel, 
Likewise a coat and waistcoat — all as roomy as you 
please ; 
And attired in these old garments he would take his 
evening meal, 
For in their spacious folda he could luxuriate at 
ease. 

Mn. Pampkin was a woman of a very useful kind — 
Could make a pudding — wash a shirt — was never 
known to waste ; 
But, unfortunately, one ideabad seized upon her mind — 
She thought that she possessed a most undoubted 
classic taste. 

<* Pumpkin Villa" was a dwelling which, though 
snug, was rather plain ; 
It had an eropty fanlight o*ei* the door which faced 
the street ; 
And this empty fanlight was to Mrs. P. a *^ perfect 
bane ;'* 
She thought some plaster images would make it 
look "so neat." 

Now it happened, one fine morning, that an Israelite 
pass'd by, 
With crockery-basket on his arm, ejaculating "Clo* !** 
Mrs. Pumpkin in an instant heard that old familiar 
cry — 
Said she, " To get those images a glorious scheme I 
know." 

So the man she beckoned to the door ; he came with 
ready will ; 
She told him how that fanlight was a trouble to her 
eye — 
How she'd set her heart on images to fill its vacant sill, 
And what old clothes she*d g>VQ YiVnvS!C\v% ^^^x^.^"^^ 
atune supply. 
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'* Veil," said be, " Tin alvays ready, marm, to barter 
or to shell — 
I'll get the short of articlesh shall shoot you to a T." 
" Let me have a Mr. Milton, for I think he wears so 
well — 
The same as Mi's. Tomkins has, next door but onei" 
said she. 

He left the place, and in an hour was at the door agfain, 
When piled upon his basket he three plaster casts 
had got ; 
There was a Milton who appear*d as if he felt in pain, 
A pug-nosed Burns, and Byron M a substitute for 
Scott. 

Mrs. Pumpkin in the interim had raked up heaps of 
clothes, 
The slippers, coat, and waistcoat, too, of absent 
Mr. P. ; 
"Now," said she, '*ril clear this rubbish off — what 
use it is Lord knows, 
And get the man to give me in a set of things for 
tea." 

To Mrs. Pumpkin's great delight the bargain was con- 
cluded, 
The man departed with the clothes, and left the 
crockery ware ; 
And Mrs. Pumpkin afterwards herself all day deluded 
By thinking how delightedly poor P. at night would 
stare. 

Well, the old Dutch kitchen-clock had sometime 
struck the hour of five ; 
'*lt*s very odd," said she, ''that Mr. P. should be 
so late ; 
It is seldom more than half-past four before ho does 
arrive." 
iShe 8RW her husband, wbVUe B\iQ «^VA,^v^x^«AlLihe 
outer gate. 
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Mrs. Pumpkin saw, with anxious glance, a cloud was 
on his brow, 
His features wore an aspect which was anything 
but gay ; 
"Mr. P., said she, "how late you are!" said he, 
" Doii*t bother now — 
The reason is, 1 missed that horrid omnibus io>day. 

" Will you get those easy clothes of mine, my slippera 
and my coat f ' 
"I changed away those nasty things this morning, 
dear,*' said she, 
" For some statues for our doorway, love, on which 
you know I doat, 
And that lovely set of tea-things which is now laid 
out for tea !'* 

Mr. Pumpkin was in general of a mild temperament. 
The loss of his apparel, though, was too much for 
bis mind ; 
He with one tremendous kick the *' lovely" tea- 
things over sent, 
An act which Mrs. Pumpkin said was ''brutally 
unkee — ^ind." 

Bat his work of deep destruction Mr. Pumpkin had 
not done, 
He seized with fell design upon each unoffending bust; 
Knock'd poor Burns and ''Mr. Milton" into pieces, 
one by one, 
And Byron threw into the hole which held the 
household dust ! 

Mrs. P. could not contain herself — in tears her grief 
found vent ; 
She said such scenes of violence her feelings did not 
suit; 
And to have a separate maintenance it was her fixed 
intent — 
She wondered how she'd "wedOi^ vnlOci ^ "^^^^x^ 
tasteless brato I 
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MORAL. 

All you ladies who desire to lead a life of w«dded 
bliss, 
Don*t change your husband's clothes^ but pay for 
all you buy in cash ; 
If you must transform old garments into omamentSi 
do this — 
Just take your own, which^ strange to as^^ you 
never think are trash ! 



THE WIDOW WAGTAIL. 

THOH.sHn.sox.3 {^''Z'e^^leV^ 

The Widow Wagtail's charms and bloom by Father 

Time hud fled, 
The colt's tooth was the only tooth which stuck fast 

in her head ; 
Though seventy- two, the fire of love seem'd in her to 

be latetit, 
For husbands every now and then she got as if by 

patent. 

Four husbands she had had, 'tis true — the first an 

undertaker ; 
The second was a butcher stout — the third a tough 

Scotch baker ; 
The fourth a jolly Beefeater, so very tall and stout, 
But she contrived to see all in their graves — while she 

stood out. 

She did not grieve so very much, as Providence so 

will'd 'em, 
But when they died, the neighbours plainly said, 

" 'Twas she that kill'd 'em ;»' 
Whether so or not, 'tis plain, to outlive them she 
maile shiftf 
A.iid having btiried all the four, aYift\QT^%<iLVft\ivro a 
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Jhe went to church to get one there bedecked with 

silks and satins, 
^ little humpy cock-eyed maid behind her with her 

pattens ; 
fito-Btnitted like a turkey-e^ok so grand, to oatch the 

men, 
^hile the little . maid behind her was more like a 

bantam hen. 

Pbe parson was a bachelor — ^but felt in love misgiving, 
Uke many other parsons, he could not live by his living ; 
ler husbands he had known, and he was young 

enough for her son, 
le felt inclined to wed her purse — bat was afraid of 

her person. 

lie clerk, a small man, four feet two (his shoulders 

angled square), 
jook'd from his book to eye her flesh, tho* he had 

none to spare ; 
{aid he, *^ She has a heavy purse, which much I desire, 
)nt she'd send me to Davy soon, for she's as strong as 

Goliah." 

rhe organist was blind, poor soul I but a very dever 

player, 
Uthough of sight he was bereft — oh, no man could be 

gayer; 
laid he, ** Although of money I am very much in need, 
'o wed with auch a vampire, oh I should be blind in- 

deed. 

lie beadle was full six feet high, and bloated, big, 

and burly, 
Ten his great gold>laced oock*d-haty at the little boys 

look*d surly ; 
le smiled upon the widow with a loving eye, and 

steady, 
md would have married lbfic~W\k\GL^x>a!^^^^'<^ 

two wives already. ^ 
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When the congregation through she'd leer'd at all the 

fellows, 
She caught at last a gawkey boy who blew the organ 

bellows ; 
Breathless at the thought of her, he said, ''Whoo^ 

whoo, whoo, whoo, 
To meet through her a blow from death, no — ^blow mo 

if I do." 

The sexton was a feeble man, and eighty years of age^ 
He eyed her every Sunday — but afraid was to engage; 
Said he, " Each former spouse they say she buried in 

his prime, 
I'd wed her — but I do not wish to die before my 

time." 

At last the sexton's journeyman, who laboured like a 

Turk, 
For hie master got the profit for which he did all the 

work * 
" Of this grave life," said he, " I'm tired— Pll wed 

her, though she's strange, 
And whether she kills me or not, egad, 'twill make a 

change." 

So boldly then he courted her, and did the folks amaz^ 
She did not care for decency, but married him in two 

days ; 
And ere the honeymoon was o'er she died, and, lucky 

elfl 
He'd all the money, and with joy he dug her grave 

himsel£ 

Though formerly a grave young mati, there's no one 

now so merry, 
And in a young wife*s arms he does the thoughts of 

the old one bury ; 
Of port or sherry drinks his glass, the luckiest of 
the Sve ones, 
And inatend of burying bodies de«y3L,\\^* tvo^Vyj^ ui 
^ rearing live ones. 
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WITH A JOLLY FULL BOTTIiE. 

A VERY FAVOURITE GLEE. 

VlTH a jolly full bottle let each man be arrn'd, 

Ve must be good subjects when our bearts are thus 

warm'd ; 
[ere's a health to Old England, the queen, and the 

church, 
fay all plotting contrivers be left in the lurch, 
lay England's Victoria bravely fight our just cause, 
establish long peace, our religion, and laws. 



THINGS OUT OF PLACE. 

0H3f LJL3BBN.] [_Air—" Bow, wow, wow.* 

'hanos throws us in strange company in this great 

motley nation ; 
Lt times we all feci out of place, whatever our rank 

and station, 
f out of place you'll not think me, I will for fun 

enumerate 
'hings that would-be out of place did they take place, 

at any rate. 

Chorus.— Yet we trace 
Many things around us that are out of place. 

t would be out of place for any dustman, though a bell 

swell, 
'o take a floor in Kegent-street, St. James*s, or in Pall 

Mall, 
t would be rather out of place— I hope you're not 

that noodle — 
'o go into deep mourning just because youVe lost 

your poodle. Yet we ii*ace, &c. 

t would be out of place, and yet 'twould show their' 

tragic valour, 
or Toole to play the *• Sfew^aw,*"' wA'^^^ '^'^^SssA. 

"Mrs. flaller." 
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Ob, wouldn't it be out of place to see a parson frisky. 
Or a Jack-tar W7tb a numhereUer in tbe Bay of Biscay ! 

Yet we trace, &o. 

It would be rayther oat of place, and truly insignififl^ 
To wear dress boots upon a raft in tbe South Paoific. 
Oh, wouldn't it be out of place (from such an set 

I cringes) 
To use a /on in Greenland, or a tap-coat in the 

Hingies 1 Yet we traoe, Jtae. 

It would be rather out of place for the Earl Shaftes- 
bury to stop 

Miss Burdett Coutts in the street^ and ask her if sheM 
stand a drop I 

And 80 it would for any man, howe'er in want of 
riches, 

To go in search of the North Pole in a hkuse cmd nai^ 
keen breeches ! Yet we trace, Ape. 

It would be out of place to see — supposing ho could 
sup any — 

The Prince of Wales in a pie-shop tucking in bis iftif- 
penny I 

And 80 'twould be to see him at a workman's exhi- 
bition, 

A shouting out, '' Yalk up, valk up ; ^xnpence is Uie 
' admission !" Yet we trace, &c 

It would be out of place to see a cobbler work on 

Monday, 
Or to catch a Bishop pitching into hot meals on a 

Sunday. 
It would be out of place to see (peacemakers would be 

sacking him) 
Lord John k fighting in tiic street, and Quaker Bdgfat 

a backing him. 

Yet we tTOfla 
Many things arouud ua \)aaX «» wjX <!Jl"^$»*:^ 
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A cobbler there was, and he lived in a stall 
All you whose miuds are bent on etraying 

All you who liberal wish to be 

A spruce linen-draper, one Mr. John Lowe 

As I vos a walking down by the sea shore 

A traveller stopt at a widow's gate 

A vorthy cit, von Vit-Sunday 

A well there is in the west country 

A youth with checks devoid of hair 

Behold the last man of the season 
Boildiug of schools 

Chance throws us in strange company 

For fifteen springs T have been out 

For tightness, lor brightness 

Hark ! with what glee the merry clown 

Here's to the year that's awa' 

How I love to laugh 

I have read all Shakspeare's plays 

I love a young woman with carrotty hrf.r 

I'm a gent, I'm a gent 

I'm Father Time, and in my prime 

I'm just eighteen, and qtiite a man 

I'm a musical genus in rags 

In sweet Tipperary, the pride of the throng ... 

in Camden Town dwelt Biler Brown 

In the year '93 when our troubles were great ... 
In this age of vexation, when all things are bad 

I now will lay before ye 

I once was voted in a club 

It was Murphy Delaney, so funny and frisky ... 

I've run against many strange folks 

I'ze a York shireman just come to town 

John Bull once bragged of victories won 
John White he was the smartest nian 

King James the First, Earl Damtey's son 

Leave off your foolish prating 

Let others sing of times to come 

Mamma wont let me marry 

Messrs. A, B, and C, being cYiaTacteTft Vuo'wxv.. 
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Mr. Pumpliin and his wire were a domesticated p2ur 
My hiwband means extremely well 

Not very far from Tot nc3 town 

Ocli ! sure. I've become quite a citizen 

Of familiars you've hoard 

Of idl the concbiverous shcll-fisli 

Oh ! how grimy the trees fliat one everywhere sees ... 
Oh ! I'll write to t)ic Times, nnd at once for redress 

Oh ! listen to a tale most true 

Oh I ladies and pent'l'mm, how do you do ? ... 
Oh ! Larry M'llale he bad little to fear 

Oh ! stay, my darling Barney 

Oh ! time, how strange thy changes 

Oh ! the sprees of the town 

One Willy Wright, who kept a store 

On Lago Magsriore we lazily steaming are 
Queer, Doys, queer, is this happy land wc live in 

Bob Gilpin resided in Tappington town 

Sir Bobert arose in Parliament hall 



The plump Lady Tott to her husband one day • 

The sky was as clear as a whistle 

The sun has gone down 

The tailor's fair daughter of our gay town 
The Widow Wagtail's charms and bloom 
There was three sailors in Bristol city... 
There ne'er was a n' me so bandied by fame ... 

There's no excuse for iguormue 

They say I am a perfect bore 

This world's very wide 

Tho' fifty I am still a beau 

'Tis known in all societies 

To show the world, as in a glass 

Travelling authors who poke their jokes odd at us 
'Twas a very cold November night 

What a misery it is to be just four feet high... 
What, make myself useful i' indeed, ma'am, I can't 

When bickerinffs hot 

When I was a younker, I first was apprenticed ... 
When I was at homo with my father and mother 

When first the youth at school 

With a jolly full bottle let each man be armed... 

You've heard the Seven Ages of great Mister Man 13 
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WHIMSICAL SONGSTEE. 



COMICAL THINGS 

^"hoTou""e?."'} [r««.-"Dr«p.ofBr«dr.- 

Your laughter I'll try to provoke 

With the wonders I got in my travels ; 
And first is a pig in a poke, 

Next a law case without any cavils : 
A straw poker, a tiffany boat, 

Paper boots, to walk dry thro' the ditches, 
A new ligmcm vita great coat, 

Flint waistcoat, and pair of glass breeches. 

Tol lol, &c. 

A dimity warming-pan new, 

Steel nightcap, and pair of lawn bellows, 
A yard- wide foot rule, and then two 

Odd shoes, that belong to odd fellows ; 
China wheelbarrow, earthenware gig, 

A book bound in wood, with no leaves to*t, 
Besides a new velvet wig, 

Lin'd with tripe, and a\oii« ^«Ja <i\sS^<^«^^'a.'^^'^' 
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A coalskuitle trimmM with Scotch gauze, 

Pickled crumpets, and Iiarrico'd muffins, 
Tallow stewpan, nankeen chest of drawers ; 

Dumb alarm-bell, to frighten humguffins : 
Six knives and forks made of red tape, 

A patent washleather polony : 
A gilt coat with a gingerbread cape, 

And lin*d with the best macaroni. 

Tol H kt, 

A plumpudding made of inch-deal, 

A pot of msdiogany capers ; 
A gooseberry pie made of veal, 

And stufiTd with two three-comer*d scrapers t 
Sour krout sweeten'd well with small coal, 

A fricasseed carpenter's mallet ; 
A cast iron toad in a hole — 

And a monstrous great hole in the ballad. 

Tol lol, &c. 



NOTHING WORTH SEEING OVEE 

LONDON. 



Thomas Hudson, ^ ( Tune—** Fd rather hare a Qoinea 

trith additions. J \ than a One Pound Note." 

I've spent time and money, and wandered up and 

down, 
All the sights to see of famed London town ; 
I've rode to look at this, and walked to visit that— 
Everything's unprofitable — dull and stale and flat. 
Formerly the country folks who came to town were 

told 
The streets, and lanes, and alleys were laid and paved 

with gold ; 
Mncad&m hna the gold picked up, and dust and mud 
laid down. 
There's not a thing wort\i see\i\g XiONR m 'VjutA^Tx 

to WD. 
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Westminster Hall — we only hear the lawyers make a 

rout — 
The Houses of Parliament are fast wearing out ; 
All the nick-knackery carving is crumbling fast away, . 
And the only gilding left is in the gold we've got to pay; 
Trafalgar-square, that noble site, has fountains poor 

and small, 
And the Gallery called National 's not national at all ; 
Landseer hasn't done the lions, but he's done us very 

brown; 
And there's not a thing worth seeing all over London 

town, 

You can't see St. Paul's, for the view is covered over, 
By'the tunnel, called a bridge, of the Chatham and 

Dover ; 
And go where you will these sad railway doings, 
They have made London town but a vast heap of 

ruins ; 
The Bank is not worth looking at : I hope it may not 

break. 
The Monument, as everybody knows, is on the shake ; 
I've spent my time and money, and wandered up and 

down, 
There's not a thing worth seeing all over London town. 

If you go to a theatre (once Shakespeare he had 

hlsen), 
You'll see the streets of London, or the inside of a 

prison ; 
But as to seeing acting, the managers say flat, 
You can't expect to get a sensation out of that ! 
And yet I do remember, in the days of Young and 

Kean, 
There were plays that you could listen to, and actors 

to be seen ; 
And they hadn't twelve- sheet posting bills to puff them 

to renown ! 
Oh, there's nothing now ^OT\J[i ^^jeox^^J^ w^st^S^cis^^^^ 

town. 
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If you go down the Thamea — it's a sight in vxf 

weather — 
To see all the new bridges that they've stuck so close 

together ; 
When the steamboat drops the funnel, where 'twill 

scarcely let you through, 
Befoi-e you*ve got through number one you're under 

number two ; 
When will the famed Embankment be finished — ^who 

can tell ? 
You wouldn't know the river now, excepting for the 

smell. 
I've spent my time and money, and wandered up and 

down, 
There is nothing now worth seeing all over Xjondaii 

town. 

Picture exhibitions — there are lots of them about^- 
Crammed full of portraits, but the talent all shut oat; 
Concerts come off daily — songs sung by the score — 
Music- sellers' " speculations/' they, and nothing more; 
Dwarfs and giants, nig;jers, for the fashionable few, 
But where our Siddona, Brahams, and our elder 

Matliews, too ? 
Success to Mr. Woodin, Colonel Stodare — ^Mrs. 

Brown — 
The only things worth seeing now all over London 

town. 

THE TEE-TOTAL BAEBEE. 

J. G. Watts.] iTune—*' Ben the Carpenter." 

Will Windsok was a barber bold, 

He lived in Camden Town ; 
His shaving shop had made a stop 

Right opposite the Crown. 
But tliough so near a public-house. 

He lived without its pale : 
For he had signed tlie tem^'vATvc^a pledge 
Against rum, beer, a'n.<\ ^\«. 
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He drove a very steady tnide. 

As you may well suppose ; 
And, though a dwarf, he'd boldly take 

The biggest by the nose. 
So things went very smoothly on, 

Until one luckless day. 
It chanced a dashing barmaid camo 

To live across tho way. 

Her eye was black, her lip was red. 

Her teeth were white as pearl ; 
Her weight was almost sixteen stone. 

She was a bouncing girl. 
I said Iier eye — she had but one 

Wherewith to gaze about ; 
For when a child a snuffer s point 

Had put the other out. 

Will Windsor, standing at his door, 

Beheld the cab drawn down, 
Which bora this queenly maiden to 

Her fit abode — the Crown. 
His face with blushes was suffused, 

His heart did double work ; 
And fluttered like a butterfly 

Just pinned upon a cork. 

And when she long had disappeared 

He still felt far from right ; 
And out his best of customers 

Most cruelly that night. 
He planed the cab'netmaker's cheek. 

And trod upon his toes ; 
He gashed the butcher's double chin ; 

He snipped the tailor^s nose. 

''Alas ! alas I what shall I doT 

When left alone, he ct\^. 

"To own myself a walet tsi«ii 

May bar nie frotn a \>tA^«- 
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How can I get to speak to her 

About love's magio thrill V* 
Then came the though t^ **Teetot'lers may 

Take cordial drinks when ill." 

This thought revolving in his mind^ 

With sickness he grew rife ; 
Until he felt that brandy hot 

Alone would save bis life. 
He hunied over to the Crown ; 

He tarried very long ; 
Alas ! his flesh was weak, or else 

Their brandy precious strong. 

For when ngain he sought his home, 

And tried to cross the road ; 
Six several tiroes into the mud 

His legs discharged their load. 
Next mom he was so very bad, 

He scarce knew how to move ; 
Yet would he struggle over to 

The object of his love. 

Yes, there was danger in delayfl| 

His feelings he'd impart ; 
AVouU seek the **jug department," and 

Vour out his aching heart, 
lie acted on this bold resolve, 

The maiden cyclops smiled ; 
And said that she '' was used to chaff,*' 

So begged he'd " draw it mild.'* 

** I do not mock — I do not chaff !'* 
He gasped. "To prove it's true ; 

Last night I broke my temp' ranee pledge 
To gain a look at you." 

*^ Then, sir, than wed a man like that 
rd lead a single life ; 
For be who could not keep ;w \i\e^^^ 

I'm sure can't keep a Yfi^*s'* 



i 
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Will bowed his head — in silence turned 

Once more towards the street ; 
And Sam, the pot-bo}^ from behind, 

Assisted his retreat. 
There's little more to tell : henceforth 

The bottle was his spouse ; 
He perished in the honeymoon, 

From an undue carouse. 



HONESTY IS THE BEST POLICY. 

Oh dear ! it is beyond believing 
How people now are given to thieving ; 
How high and low each other's cheating. 
Juggling, bilking, and brow-beating. 
Tliere are some men who boast much feeling. 
Yet from the poor are always stealing ; 
They cheat the nation worse than smugglers. 
And when found out they cut their jugulars. 

Sing high, sing low, it is no jest> Bim^ 
Honesty is far the best, sirs. 

One Samuel Swipes, a good strong porter, 
Stole Suke's heart when he went to court her ; 
But when she was his for better or worse, sirs, 
She stole the rhino from his puree, sirs. 
When he came home quite drunk and fanny, 
She from his pocket stole his money ; 
He oft suspected and harangued her, 
She gave the lie, and then he bang'd her. 

They had two babes who'd fight and sputter, 
And steal each other's bread-and-butter ; 
Upset fruit stalls, ateaX \Xi« •aLY*^^'^> 
In spite of laws m cWicv^ -^.xA OaaJ^"^- 
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Their dad now lived with Mr. Water, 
Who dealt in wine and bottled porter ; 
Swipes drank the wine, at last, in sport, did 
Steal some port and was trari^f^orted I 

When Swipes' two children did grow bigger. 
The boy became a noted prigger ; 
Of turning pockets was a quick learner. 
But soon got turn'd to a Brixton turner. 
His sister lived in service snugger, 
But stole the wine, and tea and sugar ; 
Till she got, tlirough being unwary. 
In the Pen-i-ten-ti-ary. 

Now, Mrs. Swipes went out a charing, 
For candles' ends and good dbeese paring ; 
But lud 1 she wasn't content with these, sirs, 
But took whole candles and lumps of cheese, sirs. 
She smugg'd some butter in her bonnet. 
One day, and going, she put on it ; 
Cook made her stop, to baste the meat, sir^, 
And Swipes' prize melted down t'her feet, sirs. 

In butter thus was Swipes now roasting. 
When for some salt cook sent her posting ; 
'Twas Christmas time, the air did cut her, 
She look'd like a carrot cool'd in butter. 
Her pockets now had four eggs good in, 
With plums all stolen to make a pudding ; 
But ah ! she slipped ('twas frosty weather)* 
And smash 'd the eggs and all together. 

Next Mrs. Swipes went out a nursing. 
But this place she did much worse in ; 
Her patient was ill with the phthisic. 
And Swipes served out his wine and physic. 
One day the mistress went to walk out. 
Swipes got a bottle— drew the cork out, 
Shegulp'd that down with two boUVa xaeY^, wx^ 
Tlien fifU a sprawling on the floor, avra. 
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Stolen goods, though sweet, says a wise one, 

Often times will prove a poison ; 

The mistress when come home set at her. 

But Swipes couldn't tell what was the matter. 

** Oh, ma'am 1 some wine, I couldn't suppose it " — 

Ma'am saw what when she look'd in the closet ; 

She'd drank the wine, and some'at which caught 

her — 
She'd swallow'd a bottle of jallap and water.* 

Now, all who love things under the roses, 
^3,y go read o'er the laws of Moseei; 
Especially that which all surpasses, 
'Bout coveting other's oxen and asses. 
'Tis best to mind laws written or oral, 
They serve to make mankind keep moral ; 
For justice, soon or late, makes folly ^see 
That honesty's the soundest policy. 

Sing high, sing low, it is no jest, sirs, 

Honesty is far the best, sirs. 



AND WASN'T SHE A TIDY ONEP 

[Chablss Dibdht.] 
I MARRIED a wife, and who cares, said I ; 
A pattern she was of good breeding, ; 
The pink of feeling and delicacy. 

And she learned it from novel reading, O ; 
A rose once bloomed on her lovely cheel^ 

And so stick to her book did this pride o' one, 
She wash'd her face but once a week, 
And wasn't she a tidy one ? 
A tidy 01)6 ! 
And wasn't she a tidy one? 

While dressinjr the dinner one day, she'd got 

A novel she was concluding, O, 
Quite absent, with soap-suds she filled the pot^ 

Ajid in it boiled the pudOiii^, O \ 

* Founded, oil i«ftV 
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My sbaving-brush mislaid had I, 
When a novel all day she'd cried o'er one, 

And I found the brush in the beefsteak-pie, 
O, wasn't she a tidy one ? A tidy one, ko. 

My tea she sweetened once with salt, 

Put Cayenne in a custard, ; 
Mistaking ever meal for malt. 

She brimstone mixed for mustai'd, ; 
I asked her a cravat to wash for me. 

When a novel I had denied her one, 
So-she clear-starched the cravat in camomile-tea. 

And wasn't she a tidy one ? 

A tidy one, &c. 

O'er " the Victim of Feeling" she snivelling sat. 
While the child in the fire chanced falling, O ; 

And she feelingly bawled out, ** O, curse the brat ! 
The devil can't read for his squailing, 0." 

MORAL. 

Ye fair, there's for all things time and place, 

And a good novel may be the pride o' one ; 
But don't sit down to read till you've washed your 
face, 
Or lud help him that gets such a tidy one ! 

Such a tidy one, &c. 



THE ALMANACK MAKEE. 

[Jamss Ebitket.] 

Oh, father had a jolly knack 
Of cooking up an almanack ; 

He could tell, 

Very well. 
Of eclipses and wars. 
Of Venus and Mars, 
When plots were pTeveTiV,fe3L, 
Penny posts were iw'vetiX.ed, 
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Of Rome's dire reproaches. 

And the first hackney coaches : 

And he always foresaw 

There'd be frost or be thaw ; 

Much sun or much sleety 

Much rain or much heat, 

On the fourth or the seventh, « 

The fifth or eleventh, 

The tenth or the fifteenth, 

The twentieth or sixteenth. 

But to guard against laughter. 

He wisely did guess 

They'd be more or less 
Day before, or day after. 

Oh, father had a jolly knack. 
Of cooking up an almanacli : 
He could tell. 
Very well, 
Of aches and of pains, 
In the loins and the reins, 
In the lips and the toes, 
In the back and the nose ; 
Of a red letter day. 
When schoolboys might play ; 
When tempests would clatter, 
When earthquakes would shatter ; 
When comets would run, 
And the world be undone, 
But yet still there was laughter ; 

For people would cry, 

Though he says weVe to die, 
It may be to-day, or day after. 
Light and dark, high- water mark. 
Signs the skies in, southing, rising, 
Verse terrific, hieroglyphic, 
Astronomical, all bo coxxvSn^ 
Oh, father had a ^o\\^ Vxk»x^ 
Of cooking up an «2lixiaijii'M^s^ 
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THiE FEMALE SMUGGLEB. 

From " Town Talk."] lAir^** VilUkiiu-aod his Dinah.** 

Oh ! all you young damsela take warning from me. 
And mind what you're at when you travel by sea ; 
Don't wear crinolines, or it is my belief, 
They will tempt you to deeds that will bring you to 
grief. 

'Tis of a young damsel so lovely and. fivir, 

Id spite of her parents to France would repair, 

She said, **A short journey from home can't be 

wrong, 
Since to Calais I'm off — I'm not going to Be-long.* 



«> 



In a crinoline splendid she made this here trip, 

But she took so much room up she half filled the 

ship ; 
Says the Captain, '^ With she, if there comes on a 

gale, 
We shall have to let steam off, and shorten all sail." 

At Calais she landed, this maiden so fair. 

And she walked her abroad, and she breathed the 

fresh air, 
When sunie wicked designers did tempt her to wrong. 
Which you'll know all about when you've heard tluis 

here song. 

Oh, she came baok to London's great city so fine ; 
And they stopped at the Docks of the famed Catherine ; 
She was tripping ashore with a hinnocent smile. 
When a stern landing waiter her steps did beguile. 

Oh ! rudely he stopped this misguided young lass ; 
Sa.j^8 he, ' * With them what's-a-names, miss, you can't 

Sa,j's she, "It's the fashion, £rom"Et««k<iSi\a^^l ^\aar 
Sajr3 he, *' Werry like — ^but it ^wiy coxi^^rMs^"^ 
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He marched her away, (think of this, pretty dears !) 

And handed her over — ^not minding ber team — 

To the hard-hearted searchers ; who stripped in a 

crack, 
The pretty flounced petticoats off of her back. 

Ob, sad to relate ! the inside one they found, 
With the choicest Regalia cigars, stitched all round. 
So tbey dragged her, in spite of pray*r, sobbing and 

sbriek. 
To the Court of stern Yardley, the Thames Police 

beak. 

So this beak (who's the terror of all jovial tars) 
Did find her so guilty of smuggling cigars. 
That he felt it his duty, this maiden divine, 
The sum of one hundred gold sov'reigns to fino. 

And he says to the custom-house party, says he, 
''When a lady again in such garments you see. 
Suspect her intentions, and fiearch her with skill.'' 
Says the custom-house party, "Your worship, I 
will." 

So you see, you young damsels what crinolines wear. 
Though your hearts may be pure as your faces are 

fair. 
All who see you encased in your iron-hoop sheath, 
Will suspect something wrong may be smuggled be« 

neatb. 



MY DAUGHTER FAN. 

T. H. Batlt.] [JtfiMio by J. Blbwhs . 

My daughter Fan, oh, look at her face, 
You'll own she's quite uncommon \ 

A girl in years, b\i\, vii\ife%.\iV3 ^a.^^g'**^ 
My daughLler T?«iJLtt ». >noxivwi. 
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And well indeed may her mother be proud 
When she makes such a great sensation, 

'Tia nature all — she was never allowed 
To be bothered with education. 

My daughter Fan has never been shown 

Her steps by a dancing-master, 
But she skips about in a way of her own^ 

And nobody gallops faster. 
She never wiu; ti:,ugl)t to sing a bit! 

And that^s v. hat makes me prouder ; 
For when she sings, you'll all admit, 

That ntibody can sing louder. 

My daughter Fan had her miniature done, 

I looked upon that as a duty, 
Next year, no doubt, her face will be one 

•Of the gems of the Book of Beauty. 
When Chan trey sees her, I think he'll faint, 

So very superb her bust is, 
But, after all, neither chisel nor paint 

Can do my daughter justice. 

The eyes of my daughter seem to me 

Divine, as I've often told her. 
While one looks straight^ the other, you see. 

Seems peeping over her shoulder ! 
And that, with her nose (in the turn up style), 

I give you my word and honour, 
Has such a chann, that it wius a smile 

From all who look upon her 1 

My daughter Fan will come out in the spring. 
She begs — and I can't refuse her ! 

But, oh dear me, 'tis a terrible thing 
To think that I soon must lose her ! 

For when she's out she'll marry 'tis clear. 
And that my bosom touches ; 
My daughter Fan, this time neitV. -gfeait. 

Is sure to be a ducheBS \ 
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THE DEVIL AND THE WATEllMAN- 

FIBEMAJ^. 

JJlOob Bbulbb.] [Af tMte by J. Bbvuib. 

Thsbe was a WatermaD, one Jack Street^ 
Who used to ply along the Thames river ; 

He had served abrcAd of her Idajesty's fleet, 
Pull away ! yo-e-yo I 
He ply*d with sculls, a scuU cap wore^ 
And it was noticed how he swore. 
Bight foddi, viddi, voddi, pull away 1 
Bight foddi, viddi, voddi, pull away I 

But though he*d swear like Ananias, 
From Monday to Saturday all along the river ; 

On Sunday he was very much pious, 
Pull away I yo-e-yo I 
And on that day ne'er raued his paw, 
To get a fare against the law, 
Bight foddi, viddi, voddi, puU away. I 

On Saturday night, 'twas rather late. 
He was up at Lambeth by. the Thames river; 

When by the church dock, I have to staie^ 
Pull away ! yo-e-yo! 
It was near twelve, when with swagtrMng airs, 
A gent said, '* Sculls to the Temple stairs." 
Bight foddi, viddi, voddi, pull away t 

The gent jump'd in, but tried to hide 
Under his cloak, as they floated down the river, 

A cloven foot, which Jack espied. 
Pull away ! yo-e yo ! 
That 'twas Old Nick he hadn't a doubt, 
And therefore kept a sharp look out. 
Bight foddi, viddi, voddi, pull away ! 

The clock struck twelve, and then said. X%c3c^. 
** It's Sunday, I muaik't ton? w^Q.u>iX»Yi:'«^*"^ 
The devil answer' d m & c\*WiV — 
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Jack said, as down bis scull he bang'd, 
"If I row more may I be — bang'd 1" 
Right foddi, viddi, voddi, pull away ! 

Old Nick appeared then all in flames, 
And said to Jack, as they floated down the river^' 

"I'll burn you, Waterman, on the Thames/' 
Pull away ! yo-e-yo ! 
But the ignorant devil little knew, 
This Waterman was a Piremaiij too. 
Bight foddi, viddi, voddi, pull away 1 

With th* evil spirit Jack did grapple, 
At last he soused him plump in the river, 

Just opposite to the floating chapel — 
Pull away ! yo-e-yo ! 
Next day they for his corpse did poke. 
But they only found a lump of coke. 
Bight foddi, viddi, voddi, pull away ! 

Now, since that day the fishes shi-ink, 
And all the salmon's left the Thames river^ 

Whose water now's not fit to drink — 
Pull away ! yo-e-yo 1 
And every fisherman condemns 
Poor Jack Street, for spoiling of the Thames. 
Bight foddi, viddi, voddi, pull away ! 



THE BIGHT AND LEFT HANDS. 

THOM.S HiTBSOir.] { ^--7;: g-Ji|,^n Water 

The right hand one day to the left hand did say, 

" I don't wish to make any pother. 
But really 'twas meant, and kind nature's intent. 

That we should assist one another. 
JHalf the day thro' you have nothing to do, 
While I, just because I am stronger, 
^^j^ work without end on't, Wt -30^ ia».i ^^^nd 

on't 
■^ don't mean to do it much lotigex." 
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Says the left hand, ** Oh ! dear, your conduct ia 
queer, 

Your actions you're always so vsdn in ; 
If the truth must come out, without any doubt 

'Tis I have most cause for complaining. 
Fm ready you'll find, and I take it unkind 

That thus with hard words you beset me ; 
rd fill up n)y leisure by working with pleasure, 

But you know vt^ry well you wont let me.'* 

Then says the right hand, '' I write a bright band, 

(This will our argument end it) ; 
You know this is true, sir, all that you do, sir^ 

Is just hold the pen while I mend it. 
And while I am writing what head is inditing. 

You're fast asleep on the table ; 
Our age is the same, yet you can't write your name, 

And e'en the candle to snuif you're not able.** 

Says the left, '*'Twas a rule, as you know, at our 
school, 

(I scorn to vile falsehood to truckle) ; 
If I took then but a moment the pen up, 

I was sure to get rapp'd on the knuckle. 
Although you were gaining, I ne'er was complaining, 

Nor made to your progress resistance ; 
My words I can't smother — 'twas not like a brother — 

To keep me so much at a distance. 

'' And I think it unfair that I friendship can't share, 

For one to touch me is ill breeding ; 
You know it is true, all friends grasp at you. 

My presence entirely unheeding. 
Then the ladies, oh ! dear me, will seldom come near 
me. 
Bat you have the pleasuTe w\^ toh^ ««^^ % . ^ v 
'Tb Burely pare spite, and \ietv^e«a^ft'^ *-^V^"*^ 
Tia plain to see which liaa OneXioa!^ ^'^^^^ 
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Then the right hand did puff and look'd out from 
cuif, 

Says he ** Mister Left, you get brassy ; 
'Cause I spoke in season sure that is no reason 

That you should attempt to be saucy." 
" Phoo, phoo," says the left, ** of such stuff be hv- 
reft, 

As sure ae-we both are related, 
We should stiok to the plan— do as much as we oan^ 

Tho' we're differently situated." 

A moral is here decidedly clear, 

Man's the right hand of creation ; 
And woman, so sweet, is the left hand complete, 

Tho' Hg?U, when ghe's left in her station. 
The men who possessing kind Heaven's first bless* 

Good wives, and unkindly would flout 'em ; 
They'd wretched be quite, and no longer be right. 
When they found out they were left without 'em. 



THE CLUB! 

J T? Caiipiin™».1 i 2Vtne-"The Girl Iloft 

J. B. CAEPBHTBB.J ^ hehjjod md." 

Wko would net bask in beauty's smile 

Sometimes, I bold is no roan, 
But so is he who ne'er can see 

One joy apart from woman ; 
Some snug retreat where men may meet 

With latch-keys in their pocket, 
Where wine and wit flow round the board 

And fools ne'er meet to mock it. 

CHORUS. 

Let woman grace l\ve t\me and place 
That nature did \n\«ft^>ast. 

One spot we'll ovn \« Yiftt ut^s»snai.\*— 
The Club \ aadnoaviiwiidstV 
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Let womjin in the ball-room shine, 

The star, the sun, the centre, 
But where we smoke, and drink, and joke^ 

Here she should never enter ; 
Q*er strong Bohea, still graceful, she 

Preside shall o'er the teapot ; 
Bui where we quaff our half and half 

There ours, my boys, be the pot. 

Let woman, &c. 

The tender influence of home, 

Pray heaven it may attend us. 
But from strong-minded women, great 

And small, ye gods defend us ; 
The bow that is not always bent 

Will prove, at need, the strongest 
The love that loves in absence stilFs 

The love that lasts the longest ! 

Let womaDi.&o, 



WIDOW WADDLE. 

Mbs. Waddle was a widow, and she got not little 

gain; 
She kept a tripe and trotter shop in Chickabiddy -lane ; 
Her next door neighbour, Tommy Tick, a tallyman 

was he. 
And he aatd Mrs. Waddle just to take a cup of tea. 

With a tick a tee, tick a tee, &c. 

Mrs. Waddle put her chintz on, and sent for Sammy 

Sprig, 
The titivating barber, to frizify her wig ; 
Tommy Tick he dresa'd in Pompadour^ wiik dsv^W 

channel pumps, ^ 

Andlook'd, when he'd Ida \aaftN OTi/v^^^«»s^'^^^^!f 
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Mrs. Waddle came in time for tea, and down they sat 

together, 
They talk'd about the price of things, thefEishion, and 

the weather ; 
She stayed to supper, too ; for Tommy Tick, without a 

doubt. 
Was none of them that axes you to '^ tea a/nd turn 

*em out" With a tick a tee, &c 

Thus Tommy Tick he won her heart, and they were 

married fast. 
But all so loving were at first, 'twas thought it could 

not last ; 
They'd words, and with a large cow-heel she gave him 

such a wipe, 
And he returned the compliment with half a yard of 

tripe. With a tick a tee^ &c. 

She took him to the justice such cruelty to cease. 
Who bound the parties over to keep the public peace; 
But Mrs. Tick, one day inflam'd with ** max" and 

muggy weather, 
She with a joint stool broke the peace, and Tommy's 
head together. 
{SpoJcen.) There he lay, with about a dozen cow- 
heels around him — Singing tick a tee, &c. 



HAD YOU EVEE A COUSIN P 

W. M. Pbaed.] {Mtuie by J. WaSS. 

Pbat had you ever a cousin, Tom ? 
Did your cousin happen to sing ? 
Sisters we've all by the dozen, Tom, 

But a cousin's a different thing. 
And you* d know it if ever youkiss'd her, Tom— 
But let that be a secret betvieeiv \xa — 
For our lips would soon be in nbWaVfttj'^om, 
-4ja' they're not of the Biater ^enwB, 
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There*8 something, Tom, in a sister's lip, 

When you give her a * * good-night" kiss, 
That savours so much of relationship 

That nothing occurs amiss. 
But a cousin's lip, if you once unite 

With yours, in the quietest way. 
Instead of your sleeping a wink that night 

You'll be dreaming the following day. 

And people think it no harm, Tom, 

With a cousin to hear you talk ; 
And no one feels any alarm, Tom, 

At a quiet cousinly walk. 
But ere long you'll find, as I happen to know. 

That such walks often grow into straying ; 
And the voices of cousins are sometimes so loW^ 

Heaven only knows what you'll be saying. 

And then there happens so often, Tom, 

Soft pressures of hands and fingers ; 
And looks that are moulded to soften, Tom, 

And tones on which memory lingers. 
That long ere your walk is half over, the strings 

Of your heart are all put into play, 
By the voice of these fair semi-sisterly things, 

In not quite the most brotherly way. 

And the voice of a sister may bring to you, Tom, 

Such thoughts as the angels woo ; 
But I fear if your cousin should sing to you, Tom, 

You'd take her for an angel, too. 
For so varied a note is that note of theirs, 

You'd think the voice that gave it 
Was all the while singing the national airs 

Instead of the Psalms of David. 

/ once had a cousin who sang, Tom, 

And her name shall be nameless now ; 
But the sounds of those toivfia wc^ >aNJW^ ^^wsjosi^^ 
Tom, 
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*Yis folly to dream of a bower of green 
When there is not a leaf on the tree ; 

But, 'twixt singing and walking, that oonsm has 
been — 
God forgive her !^-tbe ruin of me. 

And now I care nought for society, Tom, 

And lead a most anchorite life, 
For Tve lived myself into sobriety, Tom, 

And out of the wish for a wife. 
But, ah ! if I only said half I might say, . 

So sad were the lesson 'twould give, 
'Twould keep you from loving, for many a da^ 

And from cousins as long as jou live. 



SICKABAJ300.. 

Chablbs DiBDiir-.] [Jfiuid fajDiBDiB'. 

Poor negro say one ting, you no take offence, 
Black and white be one colour a hundred years hence ; 
For when Massa Death kick him into ths grave, 
He no spare negro, buckra, nor massa, nor slave. 
Then dance, and then sing, and the banger thrum, 

thrum, 
He foolish to tink what to-morrow may oome ; 
Lilly laugh and be fat, de best ting you can do, 
Time enough to be sad when you Kiokaraboo. . 

One massa^ouc slave,. high and. low, all degreesi, 

Can be happy, dance^ sing, make all pleasure him 



\ 



One slave be one massa, he good, honest, brave ; 
One massa bad, wicked, be worse than one slave. 
If your heart tell you good, you all happy, all well ; 
If bad, he plague, vex you worse than a hell ; 
Let your ho'drt make you mctry VJasa, \wyaR«fc and 
true, 
A.Dd you no care a farthing for YLic^^aw^ioo* 
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le game me see massa him play him call chess, 
ing, queen, bishop, knight, castle, all in a mess, 
ing kill knight, queen bishop, men castle throw 

down, 
ke card-soldier him scatter, all lie on a ground ; 
id when the game over, king, bishop, tag>rag, 
leen, knight, altogether him go in a bag ; 
in lifers game at chess, when no more we can do, 
assa Death bring one bag, and we Kickaraboo. 

ten be good, what you am, never mind de degree^ 
lly flower good for somewhat as well as great tree, 
>a one slave, be no use to be sulky and sly, 
orky, worky, perhaps you one massa by'm by. 
vee good and be poor make you act better part, 
tan be rich in a pocket and poor in a heart ; 
.ough ever so low, do your duty for true, 
1 your friend drop one tear when you Kickaraboo. 



THE BLACKSMITH'S MAN. 

>xn the Oerman of Orubel.] [Tune — " The Poacher.** 

A BLACKSMITH had a workman once, 

As lazy as could be. 
But when he heard the dinner bell, 

Then hurried none like he. 
The first that to the table got, 

The last to get his fill ; 
There was not one of all his mates 

Could work with such a will. 

" Ho ! how is this T* his master said ; 

" Explain to me, I pray ; 
For all the days that I have lived 

I always heard men say : 
■ ' As eats a man, so works a man ;' 

With you it is not so ; 
You're the fastest ea.lei'L ^«t «a»n«^ 
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''The reason is," the workman saicly 

'' As you may soon discern, 
The dinner that I eat so fast 

Takes fourteen hours to earn. 
But sboiiki I eat the whole day long, 

My jaws would tire so, 
I redcon the woric would be as hard«— 

And you'd find me just as slow.**^ 



MISS BUNKS. 

JOHK GBomoB Watis.] { ^"^ DSat? 

Onob at Hygate lived a fam'Jy, 

But for this unknown to fame ; 
Most respecterbullest people, 

Notwithstandin' Bunks by name, 
Mr. Wilyam Buoks, Ersquier, 

Kep' a footman, Tomas Brown, 
Wich the 'ousemaids did admier, 

All the way to London town. 

Tomas Brown *ad bushee viskers, 

And a kurley *ed o* 'air. 
And a kipple o* karves hoose eakva|9 

Coodent be found any vare. 
Wen he got behind the karridge, 

And he riz upon their yews. 
Five feefc ten he stood afore 'em, 

Five feet nine without his shoes. 

Slender 'ousemaids' eyes would glissen 

Ar the karridge took its fliglit, 
And fafc kooks wofc scarce cood voddle^ 

Arter it wood take a site. 
But this footman node his manners. 

Seemed a gen'l'man bom and bred, 
And from kooks, aQd'o\3L%e, «ii^T«»-is«SA% 
AJJvays tamed avay \na*eA« 
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Mister Bunks he 'ad a doorter^ 

Not pertickUar 'ansum she^ 
Not pertick'Jar hugly neether, 

Wich most people did agree* 
She wos werry short in stature^ 

But a plampish kind o' lass ; 
'Air as black as any blaok'moor's, 

Eyes as bright as shinen brass. 

One day Tomaa Brown the footman^ 

W^en old Bunks vos out o' site, 
As he 'elped her from the kai'ridge, 

Felt his arm squedged werry tite. 
Vos it, vos it haxidental ! 

Yos it 'cos she feared a>i«ll ? 
No ! the side vay look she guv him 

Plainly told him — not at all. 

How his huzuim flitter-fluttered, 

How his 'art went pit^btp^t. 
Yes, sl>e luv'd him, and no gammon, 

Squedge and look 'ad taught him that. 
Wen he carried in the dinner, 

She was oppersite the door ; 
And another look she guv him, 

Jest as she had dun afore* 

That there look it made him tremble 

Yith hexitement ; and he kood 
Skarsely 'and for them the plates round, 

As they served: the preshus food. 
Wen the seventh corse was bordered, 

Then agen he cawt' her eye^ 
And he stumbled, and he tumbled 

Spi-awlin' vith a damsun pie. 

Missus Bunks, she did upbraid him ; 
Mister Bunks, him warukJ ^m^ \ 
But Mias Bunks, she did. XQ%^x^\s^!^ssk 
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The next aftoraoon, while guv'ner 
Vo3 a nappin* — O, so svete — 

Tomas Brown vos in the parlour, 
'Neelin* at Miss Banks's feet ! 

The next mornin' Miss vos missen, 

Tomas Brown yos missen, too ; 
And a letter left by she, sed, 

That toogether they 'ad flew. 
That T. Brown's most genteel manner 

'Ad made her young buzzum smart ; 
And his figger, karves, and viskers, 

Kyite kumpletely vuu her 'art. 

At the noose her mother fainted, 

And her father svore a noath, 
That he'd search on til he found 'em,- 

And then 'nihedate 'em both. 
But yilst Missus vos in histrikes, 

Bein' to her chamber karried, 
Tomas Brown to her fair doorter 

Vos by lysense bein' married. 

'Ardly 'ad the moon commenced 

Wot's so werry full o' hunney, 
Wen one momin' at the brekfust, 

** Brown," ses she, **you look so funny. 
Grashus 'evins ! vears your viskers f ' 

Brown's hand felt upon his cheek — 
** Vear, tell me, year's your karves run I 

Brown, he not a vurd kood speak. 

Fatal herror 1 He 'ad taken 
His false viskers orf to die. 
And his 'orsehare karves forgotten, 

Wich in his bedroom did lie. 
'Twas' too much — she koodent bare it, 

All vos false vitc\i sW d «kd\sv\i«d : 
But his karves so kut laei «o\e xx^t 
Past all heelin'— Bbo\i«^iBitf ^V 



«» 



TBB COMIC VOCALIST. 35 

MOIUL. 
LaOies, listen to my moral : — 

If your footman you hadmires, 
'Kos he's got a nobby figger, 

And he to your hand haspires. 
Wen the day you've fixt for running 

Beoollect Miss Bunks's fate ! 
Pinch his karves and pull his viskers, 

Lest you find 'em false too late. 



THE EAELY CLOSING MOVEMENT. 

Jauss B. Tomalik.] \_Tiine -** Fanny Grey." 

Gent. "Ip you're waking, don't disturb me; call me 

later, there's a dear ; 
For though I can't account for it, I feel a little 

queer : 
To-morrow, you know, is Sunday, so I think at 

home I'll stay. 
Instead of going to church, and have a nice long 

quiet day.' 



)» 



Lady. " //" I'm waking ! — precious chance of sleeping 

I sliall get, 
What with tossing and with snoring ! Don't tell 

me I I'm not your pet ; 
It's that good-for-nothing friend of yours who's 

welcome to the term : 
Ah, you may well look scared to find you've roused 

the trodden worm !" 

Gent. " Well really, now, it's hard upon a fellow — just 

for what ? 
I caught the last but one, and here's a wigging I 

have got ! 
It's the only day for comfort, and I'm sure we never 

wish 
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Lady. " Plainer joints than I see daily I defy you, 

sir, to find, 
And a bit of fish in matting packed you never ii«ec{ 

to mind, 
When the * five o'clock* you rarely missed on Satur- 

day from town, 
And at six, or so, we constantly eat comfortably 

down." 

Qent, ** At six, my treasure ! Obsolete, unscientific 
hour, 

Quite exploded since the glorious receat Mote- 
men t's moral power 

(Early closing, shutters hoisting, locking desks) haa 
set us free 

For a healthy promenade, love, and a sober meal at 
three." 

Lady, ** PromeTiade, love/ gallivanting, you bad 

better say at once ; 
But be good enough to notice that I'm not quite 

such a dunce 
As not to know that four from ten are six, my lord ; 

so pray 
What healiky pastime filled up the remainder of the 

day r* 

Qent. **Six hours, my little dar — ^weU, Jemima^ if 

preferred ; 
But to reckon time in that way is so palpably 

absurd ! 
Why, digestion and the topics of the current week 

require 
Two hours at least, and then a little chat before the 

fire '' 

Zady. ** Before the fire ! domestic scene ! Behwd 
the fire, you mean, 
0£ your cigars, whicli owm.o\i\i^^ t«^^^yb^ '^Vsskq 
youWe been. 
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A real blessiog, TU be bound, their ashes can't 

disclose 
The anecdotes so relished under what men call 

• the rose.' " 

Cftnt. ** Stujff and nonsense ! now, Jemi — well, I only- 
touched your arm, 

And spasmodic jerks like that betoken simply false 
alann. 

I certainly smoked one — there, you needn't look so 
stem — 

And I meant to catch 'the half-past six,' but Fred 
proposed a turn.'" 



f» 



Lady. "Much obliged, I*m sure, to Frederick — as 1*11 

mention when we meet — 
Fresh cigars, of coune, were lighted when we gob 

into the street. 
A sad, long walk you must have had, inseparable 

pairl 
Pray, was anybody kind enough to offer you a 

chair ?" 

Qent, ''Now, upon my soul, Jemima, you are getting 
quite too bad. 

And I do believe an angel's tongue may drive a 
mortal mad. 

Yes, I had a chair — ^in Wych-street — which I paid 
for, and, no doubt, 

Mr. Wigan's got the money, and so now the mur- 
der's out." 

Lady, "Well, don't sit blinking there, you goose, for 
Sunday's all but here — 
' Early Closing's' late reposing for the wives, that's 

very clear ; 
And the only testimonial Mr. Lilwall gets from 
me. 
Is the gift to Mrs. L.— poor t\i\ti^V— o^ ^ ^^^«^ 
{chased) Jatch-kev ." 
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WANTED A GOVEENESS. 

Geoeoe Dubouxg.] [2[ftt«tc by JoHV Fabby. 

I KNOW not a cure so good for the vapours. 

As reading the *' wants '* which appear in the paper! ; 

There*s one wants a husband^ then *' wanted a 
sample :'* 

From all these strange wants we'll take one as ex- 
ample : — 

" Wanted a Governess !*' 

A governess wanted, well fitted to fill 
The post of tuition with competent skill, 
In a gentleman's family highly genteel. 
Where 'tis hoped that the lady will try to conceal 
Any fanciful feelings or flights she may feel, 
For this gentleman's family's so very genteel. 
They're so very genteel. 

Superior attainments are quite indispensable, 

With ev'rything too that's correct and ostensible ; 

Morals of pure un exception ability, 

Manners well formed, and of strictest gentility ! 

The pupils are five, ages six to sixteen. 

All as promising girls as ever were seen ; 

And besides — (though 'tis scarcely worth while to put 

that in) — 
There are two little boys — but they only learn Latin ! 

Wanted a governess, &c. 
Where, in order that things may be " tonjours frowi- 

quille, " 
They seltlom express themselves quite as they feel. 

The lady must teach all the several branches 
Whereinto polite education now launches ; 
She's expected to speak the French tongue like a 
native, 
And be to her pupils of a\\ \ta pomis dative ; 
Italian she must know {pi Qhx^x^^yxsst xv%a(i&\i^a»&lL 
Whatever acquaintance 8\\e ma.^ \ivi^ w^V ^^vvsxv^X 
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Wanted a eoveruese fitted to fill, &c. 
Where the Udy will find by attention and zeal. 
That she'll scarcely have time to partake of a meat. 
The harp aud the piano, — {ctla va laia dirt) — 
With thorough buss, too, on the plan of Logier ; 
In drawing in pencil and ohalka, and the tdntiog 
That's called oriental, ibe must not be stinting ; 
She must paint upon paper, on eatin, and velvet. 
And if nhe knows waiwork, sball not need to shelvi 
it. 

Danoinif, of course, with the nl „ 

The FoTieb Mazurka and best galopadea ; 
ArithiaeUc, history, joined wiui ohronology, 
Heraldry, botany, writing, conchology. 
Grammar, and aatin-stjt^, netting, geography; 
Astronomy, use of the globes, and cosmogiaphj t 
liese are tbe principal tnAttcn (au retle), 
Addreaa, "J. Z. X. Q. V., Easy Place, Wert." 
As salary's moderate, none need apply. 
Who more on that point tbitn on comfort rely ; 
But peihaps 'twere as well, to make matters shorter. 
To mention the terms, namely — five pounds a quarter I 

Wanted a govemess, ta. 
Where 'tis wished that the pujiils should never be still, 
Nor tbe governess either, be she well or ill'; 
Pur this gentleman's family's bo very genteeL 
Thgr"™ so very genteeL 

THE PARSON'S CLERK. 

Thouis Hodsoh,] L'^"'— " WMle Cockade," 

NaiB Moorfields is a House of Prayer, 
Which every ohapel-goer knowa \ 
Pious folk thej do go &eiB 
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The parson, fill'd with Gospel grace, 
Gould show good living in his face, 
And fruiU of the Spirit you might trace 

in the dark 1 
Just beneath him did appear 
A man who sang so sweet and clear. 
The hymns for — twenty pounds a year — 

The parson's clerk t 

liddster Joseph Joshua Twight^ 

Always dzess'd as if in print ; 

His eyes were beautifully bright^. 

Though they had a litUe squint. 

He gave out a hymn — ^his head he shook, 

One eye was fixed upon the book, 

T'other would, round the chapel look — 

only maikl' 
Like others, he could not resist^ 
Singing with a beautiful nasal twist. 
The while he beat time with his fist*— 

The parson's clerk* 

By Fate's decree a rich man died. 

Whose widow with much grief and pain> 

On Sundays to the chapel hied. 

In hopes — ^to — wed — again : 

The flesh did the spirit sore assail. 

She pray*d that her prayers might: avail. 

And sung as sweet as a nightingale, 

or a lark t 
She look*d as harmless as a dove. 
Thought love feasts were feasts of love, 
Tum'd her eyes on heaven above, 

And the parson's clerk* 

Mister Twight, tho' his eyes were bad, 
A nose so keen and sharp had got. 
In less than " no time at aW,** ^iS^ 
ffe smelt out ** what waa 'wYiatf 
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And soon gave her to understand. 
By piously talking of wedlock*8 band, 
Sigh'd and groan'd, and squeezed her hand, 

in the dark ! 
A month from tho tune her husband died. 
At living alone so much she sigh'd. 
She — went to church and was fairly — tied 

to the parson's clerk ! 

Ere the honeymoon had flown. 

His manners somehow seemed so strange, 

He dress'd quite spruce — ^left her alone, 

Astonish'd at the change. 

From righteous path he turn'd astray, 

And even on the Sabbath day, 

Drutfd himself in a one-horse ^ay 

in the park ! 
And all the week — I don*t know how, 
At singing glees he made a row — 

" Glorious Apollo,** 
And got as drunk as Davy's sow. 

The parson's clerk. 

Only a short time after that 

These revels turned to grief and care> 

He was took by a man with a helmet hat 

Before the great Lord Mayor. 

Charges against him not a few 

Of doing a dozen tradesmen or two, 

And pawning the goods that they sent on view, 

in the dark I 
And when at the truth they did arrive, 
To show what a rare game he did drive^ 
He'd three wives besides, and all alive ! 

This parson's clerk. 

Committed to Newgate's dreary cell^ 
Proof of guilt beyond all doubt. 
He served three years in Clerkeim^^ 
And then— quite freahi — CMXi^ o\xV. 
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His wives were gone — ^he knew not where, 
And what was more — ^he — did — not — care, 
He wanted a trade — the wind was fair, 

to embark ! 
For Gospel grace his bowels yearn'd, 
He had a call ! it was not spurn'd, 
And now he^s a Methodist parson tum'd. 

This parson's clerk. 



DON'T YOU- TELL MY WIFE, DOBBIN. 

A PABODY. 
[^Tun&—" Wont you tell me why, Bobia ?'*] 

''Yon find me here in bed, Dobbin, 

And really very queer : 
A windmill in my head, Dobbin, 

A drum in either ear. 
My sweet wife left me yesterday 

(Her motliers but so-so), 
Some pressing business here in town 

Induced me not to go. 
But 'twas so sad to sit alone, 

Without the dear one's aid, 
I went to the masquerade, Dobbin, 

I went to the masquerade. 

'' It was a splendid scene, Dobbin, 

And gave my heart relief ; 
A nymph in pink and green, Dobbin, 

She danced away my grief. 
We laugh' d, and howl'd, and sung, Dobbin, 

My sadness all to drown ; 
We quafifd, and leapt, and sprung, Dobbin, 

And dash'd the dancers down. 
Tliey say I nobly led the way 

In all the maddening strife ; 
But don't you tell m^ w\fe,T)o\i\i\\i \ 
Don't you le'l my wife. 



"I can't remember more, Dobinn, 

Nor wh; I went to bed 
Full length at mj own door, Dobtrin, 

The Bcrscer 'neath my head : 
Nor ho» I'roee and crawl'd about, 

Array'd in tatter'd ailL, 
'Uid booting Lo;b, with idiot etare. 

Till they took in the milk. 
I would not pitas that liour WUD, 

No I not to Bane m; hfe ; 
So— don't you tell my wife, Dobbin, 

Don't you lell my wife." 

THE KIFLE VOLUNTEERS. 

IDHIBD HursB.] [Tum— " Tigbt Litlle IJnnd." 

A FEW years Kgo, 

Some hnK dozen or bo 
Of gallant hotheaded French ooraels 

Vow'd they'd all bivouac 

Some fine night in Hyde-parir, 
In revecge for some iikits in our jaumale, 
DiabUl they'd march upon London, 
Pttfide Albion should he undone ; 

They'd do tbia and that, 

For they laid it down flat 
IHiat they vouldn't stand bsing piua'd on. 

Says Britannia, " Good lack 1 

To be taken al«cl[ 
Wooldu't do — BO my boyB moBt be ready. 

Tliere'B Sawney the Soot, 

And Taffy the hot. 
And Johiiuy ao etunJy and steady j 
At once they'll be drilting and arming. 
They'll eouu find the eisrcbe charming. 

With such voluntoera. 

For many long jeBia 



1 9 
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Young Johnny awoke 

As Britannia spoke, 
And heard her with full comprehension ; 

Made never a boast, 

But arose like a host. 
And sprang up at once to " Attention T' 
Bragging was never a science 
On which he put any reliance ; 

Bnt he loaded his guu^ 

Said, " It*s their way of fun. 
My motto's, ' Defence, not d^ance/ 

Then Sandy to match, 
Game at once to the scratch — 
" Invaders, tak* tent and tak' warnin', 
Ye*ll ha*e a* your wark 
Ere ye lie i' yon park — 
Gin ye do, ye'll no rise i* the momin* ?'* 
So neatly he went and array'd him, 
And proudly Britannia displayed him, 
In his bonnet and plaid, 
A braw figure he made. 
And all, who beheld him hurraed him. 

Taffy sat at his ease. 

And was toasting his cheese ; 

Says he, " I've had patties before now : 
Od splutter her nails. 
For the cloiy of Wales, 

Py St. Tafyd, I'd tight as of yore now T' 

So, family jealousies ending. 

Brothers each other defending. 

They showed such a front. 
As of old was their wont. 

On signal of danger impending. 

Says Pat, *' What a shame 
Not to mintion my name ! 
Ti like to know v^hat-je axe^^«nxv\ 
For me tberea no Y\^e, 
Mayhap Vm a tWAe 
Too apt at that same ^oVvm^e^"^ . 
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Ah ! \nll, for the time niver luindme. 
Whin Tin ^wanted ye know where to find me. 

Whin a *ruotion * comes off 

Sure ye know well enough 
■The inimy won't be behind me.' " 



it 



THE imWILLING TEETOTALLER. 

J. Labbbv.] ITune—" Coal Blaok BoM." 

Good folks, take pity on a poor married ghost, 
Who's reduced to the size of a modem lamp post, 
. And the reason I give for looking so ill, 
Is, I'm made a Teetotaller against my will. 
Oh, oh ! what a plaguy 111^ 
To become a Teetotaller against my will. 

Yes, my spouse (T grieve to allow it's true) 
Not only wears the petticoats, but breeches, too. 
I've taken the pledge through this stupid old frump, 
And now she handles me just like a pump, 

A pull at the pewter was once my delight, 
But my wife wont allow such a thing in her sight. 
She toasts a thick crust, and pops it in a pail 
Full of water, and christens it *' Adam's ale." 

This Watermania so runs in her head, 

She talks of buying an hydraulic bed. 

She looks upon turncocks as so many saints. 

But when she meets a Publican she always faints. 

On Watercresses she loves to feed, 
And she takes the ** Water Witch " in to read — 
With a sight of rich tarts she annoys our daughter. 
Because she likes to see her mouth water. 

She's grown Teetotalish mad, that's true, 

And she dotes on flowers 'cause they sip the dew, 

Water'd silk dresses she wewra m «X>'^\fii% 

And she makes me coue o\iVi mOci «. \»oXcr'fiftQQS '^'^' 
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She aunoys me by making the children play 
Handel's ** Water Music " about twelve times a day. 
And she's actually asked me, bang to my face^ 
To look out for a wUla in Waterloo Place. 

Our consumption of the element has grown so great^ 
They've threatened to double my focUer rate. 
Last week we drain'd the butt, and then 
She was 'blig'd to put off her wash again. 

I once was jolly as Bacchus, and as merry. 

With a nose as red as a bigaroon cherry. 

But it's lost it's colour, and I've nol the least doubt^ 

My spouse with her water pledge has put the fire oat. 

She tried to persuade me last night, and that's flat, 
To sleep in tcet blankets, but I wouldn't stand tha&^ 
I don't wish her harm, but I would stand a drain. 
If sheM favour me by dying with toater on the brain^ 
Oh, oh I what a plaguy ill, 
To be made a Teetotaller against one*s will. 



THE THEEE-GIR'D COG. 

AiroKTMOus.] • [-4»r—"Cauld Kail in Aberdeen," 

There's cauld kail in Aberdeen, 

And custooks in Stra'bogie, 
And ilka lad maun hae his lass. 
But I maun hae my cogie. 

For I maun hae my cogie, sirs, 

I canna want my cogie ; 
I wadna gi'e my three-gir'd cog 
For a' the wives in Bcgie. 

Johnny Smith has got a wife 

Wha scrimps him o' his cogie ; 
But were she mine, upon my life 
I'd dock her in a bogie ; 

For I maun hae my cogie, sirs, 

I canna want my cogie ; 
I wadna gi*e my tVitee-ga' di co% 
For a* the wiveBmBo^^. 
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Twa three todlin' weans they hae, 

The pride o' a' Stra' bogie ; 
Whene'er the totums cry for meat, 
She curses aye his cogie, 
Crying, * ' Wae betide the three-gir'dcog ! 

Oh, wae betide the cogie I 
It does malr skaith than a* the ills 
That happen in Stra* bogie." 

She fand him ance at Willie Sharpens ; 

And what the maist did laugh at. 
She brak the bicker, spilt the drink. 
And tightly gouff'd his bafiet, 

Cfyiug, "Wae betide the three-gir^d«og! 

Oh, wae betide the cogie i 
It does mair skaith than a* the ilk 
That happen in Stra' bogie. 

Yet'here's to ilka honest son! 

Wha'U drink wi' me a cogie ; 
And for ilk silly whinging fool. 
We'll dock him in the Bogie. 
For I maun hae my cogie, sirs, 

I canna want my cogie ; 
I wadna gie my three>gir^d cog 
For a' the wives in Bogie. 



DISCOUNTED PEOPOSALS. 

S. Bbbvil.] [2V»»e— " ]£n. Johnson." 

While in her fairy bow'r alone, 
Sophia like a Houri shone, 
Supreme on beauty's dazzling throne^ 
My panting breath grew frantic. 
Long had I doubted, blush'd and sigh*4i 
But now I pressed her to decide. 
When thus she spoke, Siiid.l.T^f^t^ft&v. 
In language uuroniSJiVAfi* 
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**I would not, Charles, for worlds, encroach- 
But will yon build a new town coach. 
And britzka too ¥ that no reproach ' 

May reach our happy marriage." 
"No, Sophy I those bewitching feet 
Were form*d to trip through Regent Street ; 
That graceful swing ! Say, who can beat 

Tour (non smart, easy carriage T^ 

''In Belgraye-square I covet most 
A tasteful house. — ^The Morning Post 
Ifight then print many a tale and boaat 

Of our domestic glory." 
*' The New Road, Sophy, I admire ; 
To lodgings only, I aspire; 
A second floor 1 — I can*t soar higher : 

The hero of one atory** 

''At least you*l] not curtail my clothes. 
My blond, my flounces, my gigots. 
Or call Carson's or Ma'ame Triaud's 

Accounts at Christmas teasing 1*' 
" Dear girl ! I like but little waste, 
OigotSf our own plain cook shall baste. 
The only long billSf to my taste, 

Are woodcocks, when in season." 

** For Almack*s, have you any doubt 
That we are fixed, the spring throughout! 
I long, dear Charles, to roam about 

Those regions so enchanting." 
** Three maiden aunts, with pipes as shrill 
As Colinett's, will prove their skill 
On basto, ponto. — A quadrille 

At home, shall ne*er be wanting." 

" Too cruel Charles, will you secure 
My jointure, or your He \nB\w^\ 
Were I all foresight to abivxie, 

My friends would blaaa^ tb^ >i\\w^\i^«&» 
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"Why, Sophy 1 you would ne'er forgive 
Your husband, if he did not strive 
That you should not his loss survive I 
1 11 kill you first with kindness." 

''Time past, you offerM to devote 

Your heart and fortune^ Charles — ^you wrote 

What I believed a dear fond note; 

Its words were sweet as honey. V 
" True, Sophy, but you made me wait 
So long, the note is out of date ; 
I've mortgaged iince my whole estate, 

And spent my ready money." 

*' Oh, Charles 1 His useless to repine : 
House, carriage, jewels, I resign, 
And jointure too— the loss be mine^ 

Poor victim of affection !*' 
"Agreed, kind girl 1 we'll now i^emove 
All protocols. A husband's love 
Shall guarantee (your smiles approve) 

A treaty of protection/' 

MOBAL. 

Ye timid swains I be not dismay'd. 

For maids, in hearts, as dealers, trade, 
They quickly sell, when they're afraid 

That Cupid's darts get rusty. 
To you, ye fair ! a poet's song 
Presents this hint — (he means no wrong) 
That love, like wine, if kept too long, 
Grows vapid, sour, and crusty. 



BEGINNINGS. 

Thovas Hxmsoir.] {Tune^** Nothing at all.' 

Each action of life, whether losing or winning. 
You all will acknowledge must have a be9g«W!M^55|^*^— 
The Boy must have a begvnmixg \o ^^i2^ — 
The Girl mnat h».vA si. VkAcnTv-mivcr \a \a2^ 
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The Boy, when he walks well, will soon leurn torun^ 
Andth' tongue of theGirl you think oe'erwill haTedone. 
Thus each action of life, whether losing or wimiiBg, 
You all will aoksowledge, must have a beginning. 

The beginning of business makes hope very high, 
The beginning of love is a glance from the eye ; 
The b^inning of courtship is some trifling thii^. 
The banning of wedlock's a little gold ring. 
The beginning a journey, whiche'er way you bend. 
Like hfe*8 journey, you know not how it may end ; 
Thus each action of life, whether losing or winniqg. 
You aSi will acknowledge^ must hav« a beginning. 

The beginning ^ illness at first may be slight^ 
As evening is the beginning of night ; 
From indisposition you get very lU, 
Which sure is to end in a docUnr's long bill. 
Your wife, friends and children beginning to oiy. 
Make you beginning to think you may die ; 
Each action of life^ whether losing or winning. 
You all will acknowledge, must hare a beginning. 

The beginning a law-suit you easily learn, 
But the ending is always a doubtful concern ; 
Before it does end you're beginning to curse, 
And beginning to come to the end of your purse- 
Like beginning a song with a voice very fine. 
And sticking before you get through the third line ; 
Thus each action of life, whether losing or winning. 
You all will acknowledge, must have a beginning. 



AT HOME. 

T. H. Batly.] IMuaic by Sir H. B. Bishop # 

Invitations I will write, 
All the world I will invite. 
I will deign to show civility. 
To the tip tops of gen\aL\\\^ \ 
To the cream of the noXAViV;^, 
I'm "at homo" next "MlOh^'S tCy^Jd^* 
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See my footman, how he runs 1 
Ev*ry paltry street he ahuns, 
I'm ''at home" to peers and peeressee, 
Who reside in squares and terraces, 
Pm ''at home*' to heirs and heiresaes. 
And, of course, to eldest sons. 

I'm *'at home" to all the set, 

Of exclusives I have met. 

If a rival open has her doon, 

All the coronets shall pass her dooni^ 

I'm ** at home" to the Ambassadors, 

Though their names I quite forget. 

I'm *'at home" to guardsmen all. 
Be they short, or be they tall ; 
I'm "at home" to men political^ 
Poetical and critical. 
And the punning men of wit, I call 
Acquisitions at a ball. 

Oh ! the matchless CoUiBet, 

On his flageolet shall play ; 

How I love to Jiear the thrill of it ! 

Pasta's song think what she will of it, 

He will make a quick quadrille of it^ 

" Dove «ono,"— dance away. 



THE LODGEE'S LAMENT, 

JoHir PX)TTBB.] I the Polioeman." 

A BTNacE man of twenty- two, 

I'm sorely, sorely tried ; 
In daily martyrdom I live. 

In Hoxton I reside. 
My board-'and-lodging wrongs and woet 

My spirits ever vex ; 
Mf cup of life is fi\Vd va^Yv tl<^'v^^ 



T?,,i. TjI^.i. »- 1. U"\-^"V % 
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The olive branches of the house 

Are noisy little imps^ 
Diminishing my water-cress 

And debiting my shrimps ; 
The cat exerts, like Yankee States, 

Her aggrandizing claws — 
Makes monster sweeps of chops and 

No period to her paws ! 



She's so confirm'd in abstract theft^ 

And constant to her " do/' 
To gain a meal without a doubt 

I order — chops for two ! 
I sometimes find theyVe been, in spite^ 

Too near the creature's muzzle. 
And dine, for all the world, from off 

A cook'd dissected puzzle I 

The noisy dog, too, makes me ill, 

And fills my head with fright ; 
I doze and take his " whine and bark ** 

Alternate every night. 
My milk diurnal walks its chalk, 

My sugar cuts its cane, ' 
My coals depart, but not in smoke ; 

I lose by all I gain ! 

My eatables I'm forced to call 

By strange outlandish names ; 
And these, like lying epitaphs. 

Protect their last remains. 
For instance — -jams, IVe labell'd ** gum,** 

And marmalade, " split peas ;" 
I "poison rats" with Hollands rum — 

Black boots with — Stilton cheese 1 

For all my care, the way they eat 

My '* bear'a-grea&e" makes me sigh ; 
For bear's-greaso ia mj i^\.\ftdL\s«a.\r— 
A potted alibi/ 
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My only joy left's to rehearse 

The doings of the cheater — 
To cast my miseries in verse, 
- My absent meat in metre t 

To tell my tale, and thus bewail 

The bachelor's daily battles, 
Whose life's dissolving views are all 

Dissolving goods and chattels ! 
One word to those who've heard my woes-^ 

Believe m^ 'tis the best 
To take a wife to sweeten life, 

And give such sorrows rest. 



OH ! I DID LOVE HER DEAELY. 

Ow rr/.T«^a-i C Tune— '"Oh iBhoxM 

Oh ! I did love her dearly 

And gave her toys and rings, 
And I thought she meant sincerely 

When she took my pretty things ; 
But her heart -is grown as icy 

As a fountain in the fail. 
And her love that was so spicy 
It did not last at all. 

Oh I did love her dearly 

And gave her toys and rings. 
And I thought she meant sincerely 
When she took my pretty things. 

I ^ve her once a locket, 

It was fill'd with my own hair. 
And she put it in her pocket 

With very special care ; 
But a jeweller has got it,^ 

He offer'd it to me, 
And another that is not it 

Around her neck 1 aee. 
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For my cooings and my billings 

I do not now complain, 
Bat my half-crowns and shillings 

Will never come again ; 
They were eam*d wiUi toil and sorrow. 

But I never told her that. 
And now I have to borrow^ 

And want another hat. 

Oh ! I did love her, &0t 

Think, think, thou cmel Smina, 

When thou shalt hear my wo^ 
And know my sad dilemma^ 

That thou hast made it so : 
Se^ see my castor rusty, 

Look, look upon this hole. 
This coat is dim and dusty ; — 

O let it rend thy soul. 

Oh ! I did love her, ito. 



THE COQUETTE. 

JoHK G. Saxi.] ITttne—" The Churning Woman.** 

" You're clever at drawing, I own,** 

Said my beautiful cousin, Lisett^ 
As we sat by the window, alone, 

** But, say, can you paint a coquette T* 
'* She's painted already," quoth I ; 

" Nay, nay," said the laughing Lisette, 
•* Now, none of your joking — but try 

And paint me a th<nx>ugh coquette.*' 

"Well, cousin,** at once I began 

In the ear of the eac^er Lisett^ 
'^I'll paint you as well as I can 

That wonderful thing, a coquette. 
She wears a most beautiful face'* 

(*'0{ course P said tVie ignreXX:^ lAwtAe^ 
''And isn't deficient in grwse, 
Or elae she were not & ccK^>i^t\ft. 
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** And then she is daintily made" 

(A smile from the dainty Lisette), 
**By people expert in the trade 

Of formiog a proper coquette. 
She's the winningest ways with the beads*' 

(** Keep on !'* said the winning Lisette) 
"But there isn't a man of them knows 

The mind of the fickle coquette I 

** She knows how to weep and to sigh " 

(A sigh from the tender Lisette), 
** But her weeping is all in my eye — 

Not that of the cunning coquette. 
In short, she's a creature of art** 

(*' 0, hush !"said the frowning Lisette), 
" With merely the ghost of a heart — 

Enough for a thorough coquette. 

"And yet I could easily prove" 

(** Now, don't !'* said the angry Lisette), 
**The lady is always in love — 

In love with heraeif — the cdquette. 
There — do not be angry — ^you know. 

My dear little cousin Lisette, 
Tou told me a moment ago, 

To paint you — a thorough coquette." 



KING CANUTE. 

[^»f^" Miss Bailey."] 

Kino Canute was a monarch proud. 

No king was ever haughtier, 
Before him each one scraped and bow'd— 

Knight, vassal, burgess, courtier. 
He went to Ramsgate, to enjoy 

The sands — for sweet was air to him ; 
From the marquee he called a boy, 

To bring at once a chair to him% 
Oh, King Canute, proud King OanxxV^ ^ 
Old you ever bear of any one bo bW^v^w^'^^^^^^*^'^ 
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Some ooartiers were by his side. 

His royal virtaes Bumming up. 
Till it was pretty clear the tide 

Was very quickly coming ap. 
The king, not wishing to withdraw 

(His wish the court was sure to hack). 
Said, '' Will my royal words be law. 

If I command the water back V 

Oh, King CaQi]4«^ 

** Your majesty,** exclaimed the suite, 

'* Though now upon the brink of i^ 
The sea wont wet your royal feet — 

It surely could not think of it." 
The sea the sand began to lave— 

The sand the sea was drinking in — 
Which lurch'd the king, who shouted "Slav 

m take my oath Tm sinking in f" 

Oh, King Canute, 

But still the courtiers did cry, 

'* Order it, sire, back again ;" 
He did — but got for a reply, 

A wave upon him smack again. 
**It will retire," still they said, 

But still the surge was splashing him ; 
And now, almost from foot to head. 

The mighty main was washing him. 

Ohj King Canute, 

At length the courtiers out and run, 
For else the sea had swallowed *em ; 

When Canute, liking not the fun, 
Took up the chair and followM 'em. 

He paid the boy who let the chairs 
A penny — ^I*m assured of it — 

And never gave himself such airs 
Ag^ain — he was qu\t« cwte^ ol SX., 
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CAPTAIJSr MULLIGAN. 

[Air — '* Morgiana in Ireland."] 

Love's a plague by night and day, 

When that post you run your skull again. 
Love it was, or Katty O'Shea, 
That bothered the heart of brave Captain Mulligan, 
Brisk and merrily. 
Light and gay, 
Stout and steadily. 
Smart and readily. 
Soft and funnily, 
Blythe and bouncily, 
Quite an Adonis was Captain Mulligan, 
He was willing, 
She was killing, 
Soft she cried to brave O'Mulligao, 
" Och, you jewel ? 
Cruel, 
Jewel, 
Willing, 
KUling, 
Captain Mulligan.*' 

Shoulders rising over his ears, 

Face just like the moon in full again ; 
L^s in shape of a tailor's shears, 
You ne'er saw the fellow of Captain Mulligan. 
Limping, twaddling, 
Miss O'Shea, 
Glances pitching him, 
Quite bewitching him, 
Ogling funnily, 
Squinting bouncily. 
She -was a Vantu to Captain Malligan. 
** Oh, sweet KittN^ 
You*ro ao -i^to^jb^ * 
(Soft he cried, t\\© \>T«.ve C?l&^jSsy^ff«^^ 
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** Oh, sweet Kitty I 

Pretty, 

Witty, 

Kitty, 

Pitv 
Captain Mulligan.*' 

Married, how they altered their tane. 

Love, once fierce, faith ! soon grew cool again ; 
When they pass'd the sweet honeymoon, 
She blackened the eye of brave Captain Mulligaik 
Whiskey tippling^ 
Night and day, 
Scolding, fighting him, 
Horns aiTrighting him, 
'* Och, be aisy now. 
Troth, you're crazy now, 
The divil go with you now, Mrs. Mulligan. 
Faith, I knew it, 
I should rue it " 
(Sad, he cried, poor Captain Mulligan) ; 
'* You're my gruel^ 
Cruel, 
Jewel, 
Killing, 
Milling, 
Mrs. Mulligan !" 



THE GEEAT BLUE BOTTLE. 

Words by Fbavk W. Gbbbit.] [ITimu; by B. CoOTB. 

About a year or two, or three, or four, or five ago, 
Therd was a wealthy family residing down at Bow, 
They kept a footman and a cook, a page, and many 
others, 
Tbeyd fourteen aunts, bVx. uncXea, wsea «ffl,\«t^ «sA 

twelve brothers. 
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They all were handsome children, but his mother's 

hope and joy 
Was Tommy Wattle, aged five, a darling little boy ; 
He'd learned to read and write, and sing his do-ra-me- 

sol-fa. 
And though he always cross'd his fa he never crossM 

his ma. 

He took his powders minitg jam, and went to bed at 
night, 

And never seem'd at all put out when nurse put out 
the light ; 

But children have their weaknesses, however much 
you chide 'em. 

And Tommy's was for killing flies — ^he never could 
abide 'em ; 

The dragon and the blue- tail fly were his especial 
horror, 

And though he kill'd one every day — another came to- 
morrow ; 

House-flies he'd scrunch by hundreds, too, did naughty 
Tommy Wattle, 

Until one day he chanced to kill a monstrous big blue- 
bottle. 

The bluebottle's the king of flies, as all of you may 

guess, 
A crowning triumph, Tommy thought this was to his 

success ; 
For not a single fly appearM again, I've heard it said. 
Until that dreadful night when little Tommy went to 

bed ; 
He'd gone to sleep rejoicing, too — that naughty little 

pickle. 
When something settled on his nose and woke him 

with a tickle. 
He heard a horrid buzzing sound — the flies had come 
f in hosts, 

At least they couldn't come tVvem&^ve^., wA^^^^^ 
i / Bent their gboata. 
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Some had no legs, no arms, no heads, no bodies, an 

no wings, 
And Tom repented very much he*d done such wiokti 

things ; 
They set upon him headed by the monstrous big blac 

bottle, 
And flew away with him, and there's an end to Tonun 

Wattle. 
Now, little children aged four, or five, or six; o 

eight, 
Don't kill the flies, or you may meet with l^mm 

Wattle's fate ; 
The world is big enough for all to live in and to thriyi 
So buy a penny fly-paper, and catch 'em all aHye. 



THE DONNYBEOOK JIG. 

JOEir WiLSOF.] lAir—" The Athlone Laikdkdj 

Oh, 'twas Dermot O'Nolan MTigg, 
That could properly handle the twig ! 
He went to the fair, 
And kick'd up a dust there, 
In dancing the Donnybrook jig, with his sprigs 
Oh ! my blessing to Dermot M'Figg. 

When he came to the midst of the fair, 
He was all in a paugh for fresh air, 
For the fair very soon 
» Was as full as the moon. 

Such mobs upon mobs as were there, oh, rare f 
So more luck to sweet Donnybrook fair. 

The souls they came pouring in fast, 
To dance while the leather would last, 
For the Thomas-street brogue 
Was there in. much vogue, 
And oft with a brof^ue «b*^oV«> ^«a&'^» c^lte fasi^ 
While the cash and t\ie ^YiaaV^ ^v^\3a»^^ 
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But Dermot, his mind on love bent, 

In search of his sweetheart he went, 
PeepM in here and in there, 
As he walk'd through the fair, 

And took a small drop in each tent, aa he went» 

For on whisky and love he was hent. 

"When, who should he spy in a jig, 
With a mealman, so tall and so big. 

But his own darling Kate, 

So gay and so nate — 
Faith, her partner he hit him a dig, the pig, 
That beat the meal out of his wig. 

Then Dermot, with conquest elate, 
Drew a stool near his beautiful Kate ; 

" Arrah, Katty,'* says he, 

"My own Cushlamachree ! 
Sure the whole world for beauty you bate, complate^ 
So we'll just take a dance while we wait." 

The piper, to keep him in tun^ 
Struck up a gay lilt very soon, 

Until an arch wag 

Cut a hole in his bag. 
And at once put an end to the tune, too soon^ 
Och t the music flew up to the moon. 

To the fiddler, says Dermot M'Figg, 
"If you'll please to play * Shelah na Gig,* 
We'll shake a loose toe. 
While you humour the bow. 
To be sure, you wont warm the wig of M'Figg 
While he's dancing a tight Irish, jig." 

But says Katty, the darlint, says she^ 
"If you'll only just listen to me, 

It's myself that will show 

That he can't be your foe. 
Though he fought for his cousin^ tb»^'% tds^^ 

says she, 
''For, sure, Billy's related to me. 
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For my own cousin- jarmin, Anne Wild, 

Stood for Biddy Mulrooney's first child. 
And Biddy's step-son, 
Sure be married Bess Dimn, 

Who was gossip to Jenny, as mild a child 

As ever at mother's breast smiled. 

''And maybe you don*t know Jane Brown, 
Who served goats' whey when in Dnndram's swoet 
town, 

'Twas her uncle*s half-brother 
That married my mother, 
And bought me this new yellow gown, to go 

down, 
When the marriage was held in Miltown." 

** By the powers !'* then says Dermot, ** 'tia plaiDi 
Like the son of that rapsctUlion Cain, 
My best friend I have kilt, 
Though no blood there is spilt. 
And the drvil a harm did I mane, that's plain, 
But by me he'll be ne'er kilt again.'* 

Then the mealman forgave him the blow. 

That laid him a sprawling so low. 
And being quite gay, 
Ask'd tbem both to the play, 

But Katty, being bashful, said, " No, no, no^** 

Yet he treated them all to the show. 



THE NODDY DEIVEB. 

^?he YoiS^?.'''} [T««^"P.ddy 0'C«rolL- 

I'm Larry O'Lash'em, was born in Killamey, 

Myself drove a noddy in Dublin sweet town, 
And I got fares eno\jgV\, c?^ae 1 tlw'd the folks blarney, 
But myself was \Lnoc\s?<iw\», cas^\N5AiQ^\>.Ta»n 
down ; 
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So to London I drove to avoid the disaster, 

There to drive hackney-coaches engag'd for the 
pelf, 
And honestly out of my fares paid my master 
Two-thirds, and kept only one-half for myself. 
And sing high gee^ wo, here we go, merry and 

frisky ; 
0' Lash'em^s the hoy for to tip the long trot. 

I took up a hack, and 'cause 'twas the fashion, 

He got in the box, and made me mount inside, 
So as I didn't much like to put him in a passion, 

Thinks I, while Fm walking I may as well ride ; 
But I couldn't help laughing, to think how the 
hinder 
Wheels after the fore ones most furiously paid, 
When a wheel broke its leg, spilt the coach out of 
window. 
And my head and the pavement at nut-cracking 
play'd. 

And sing, hi gee, wo, &c. 

I next drove a couple one mom to get married. 

The bride was tum'd sixty, the bridegroom a score ; 
For the sake of her money the courtship he carried. 

But repented his bargain just at the church-door. 
** Devil bum me," says I, **'tis a pity, I'm thinking," 

Allur'd by the rhino, myself intercedes. 
And got married — soon after she died of hard drinking, 

And left me a widow forlorn in my weeds. 

And sing, hi gee, wo, &c. 

After fingering the cash which I got by my marriage, 

I drank success to all kind of misfortunes I'd made, 
And brought me a fine bran new second-hand carriage. 

Became my own Jarvis, and drove a good trade ; 
And my coach and my horses, in case of invasion, 

ril lend to the troops, and I'll join in the strife ; 
And if I am kilt in defence of the i\ft.i\.Qii, 

Twii/ make me a hero \ihe t^a^ oi twj K->^^. 

And %mft,\vv ^^'s^. ^^%«»' 
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GILES SCEOGGINS. 

[Ckablsb Dibdzv the Younger.] 

GiLXS SOBOGGINB courted Molly Brown, 

Fol de riddle lol di, fol de riddle d^ 
The fairest wench in all the town, 

Fol dt; riddle, kc 
He bought her a ring with posey true, 
''If yoa loves I as I loves you, 
Ko knife can out our lores in two.*' 

Fol de riddle^ Aso. 

But scissors cut as well as knives, 

Fol de riddle, fte. 
And quite unsartin^s all our lives, 

Fol de riddle, &c. 
The day they were to have been wed, 
Fate*s scissors cut poor Giles's thread, 
So they could not he mar-ri-ed, 

Fol de riddle, &c. 

Poor Molly laid her down to weep, 

Fol de riddle, &c. 
And cried herself quite fast asleep^ 

Fol de riddle, &c. 
When standing all by the bed-post, 
A figure tall her sight engrossed, 
And it cried, *• I bees Giles Scroggins' ghost.** 

Fol de riddle, &o. 

The ghost it said all solemnly, 

Fol de riddle, ko, 
** Oh Molly, you must go with me," 

Fol de riddle, ko, 
" All to the grave your love to cool !" 
She Bays, " I am not doswd, "jom fool ! " 
SayB the ghost, aay«\ie, ">r's,\>assM*w<iTQ5»r 



XHX come TOOAun. 

r{ddl*,ft 



The ghoit hs saued her tdl K grim, 
7old« 



All for to go along witii him, 

Fol da riddle, ftc. 

"Ootn^ oorae," said h^ "are raoniiDg'i beam ;" 

"I vont," i^B ■^■'i Bndsbs aoniBin'd a scream : 

Then abe ftiroke, and fimtid she'd dream'd s 

dteam. Fol de riddle, ko. 

"TIS A rOLLY TO TALK OP LIFE'S 
TROUBLES." 

Uh— " lAh Hi.tori»n.'^ 
Tib a Toll; to talk of life's troubles, 

There are always two sideB of the way. 
And if one ie in Bhada the ohuiae dooi^Mh 

That the other i> oheerfnl and gay. 
We know it look* sad to be sighing, 

Yet there's good in it, wisdom deoidei^ 
For the man who with grief thinks he's dylllK, 
With langhtei' will ne'er craok his aidel. 
'Tis a foUy to talk of life's tronblel^ 

There ate alwayi two lidee of the way 
And if one ia in abade the chance doublet^ 
Hal the oUier ia cheerful and gay I 
To be without hands, tho' no blessing, 

Tfaat'a Boms good — as economy proves — 
Tba' awkward we find it when drateing, 

We can ne'er be in want of new glovea. 
Hie man without lege, tho' queer talkinif. 

Hell ne'er break hia ahins, it is plain | 

And the man who'a no feet to g» walking, 

Won't be troubled with chilblains agrfn. 

"Tia a folly, Ao., to 
If a man all hia teeth chance to lack, 

He ia sare they can gire him iio '^uxi\ 
If a man has no coat loU\a\t»ds., 
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If a man has no money to mind, 
He may save the expense of a purse ; 

And if a man's perfectly blind. 
Why, he's sare his sight cannot grow woraett 

'Tis a folly, ko., &o» 

If a man has hut one shirt at most, 

He's no trouble to think which he'll use ; 
And a man who's as deaf as a post, 

Why, he'll never hear unwelcome news. 
If light-headed, why, still you are rights 

For there's comfort to thinic it's not madness ; 
And the man that gets drunk day and nighty 

Why, it's clear he can't feel sober sadness. 

Tis a folly, &e., &c. 

If but little your own you can call, 

It's quite certain that much you oan't'pay ; 
And if you've got nothing at all. 

Why you're sure they can take none away. 
Strange stories may find new upholders, 

But one thing you'll grant, which is that^ 
If a man's got no head on his shoulders. 

He won't care a pin for a hat ! 

'Tis a folly, &c., &c. 



THE SEASON OF THE YEAB. 

The extra verses by W. ") p j ;.^_« r\\A r<»««»«. -kc^i^ j « 

T. MoKOBMFF. ; I^^'*^ ^^^ Country Melody.* 

When I was boon apprentice. 

In vamous Zomerzetshire, 
Lauks ! I zerved my meester truly, 

For nearly zeven long year ; 
Until I took to powching, 

Az you zhall quickly beer ; 
Oh^ 'twas ma deUght, in a zUiny night, 

In the zeazon o' tV^e ^eoix. 



i 
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My meester vork'd me zoorly ; 

I didn't valee that, 
Although he groombled all the day, 

Whatever I woor at^ 
Sae long as I could go into 

The woods, amang the deer ; 
Ob, 'twas ma delight, in a zhiny night, 

In the zeazon o* the year. 

Oh, twas ma delight, &c. 

But when ma meester wanted me 

To voork by candel light ; 
I look-ed up unto the moon, 

And zhe zhone vera bright ; 
Zo I zhow'd un a vine pair of heels, 

Without a bit of fear — 
Oh, 'twas ma delight, in a zhiny night. 

In the zeazon o' the year. 

Oh, twas ma delight, &c. 

I zhow'd un a vair pair of heels, 

And to the alehouse went. 
And there a' met zome jolly boys. 

On powching they were bent. 
They zwore roe wan amongst them then, 

All vor a pot of beer — 
Oh, 'twas ma delight, in a zhiny night, 

In the zeazon o' the year. 

Oh, 'twas ma delight, &c. 

Noo *tis I can vire a long un. 

And a zhort un I can zell. 
And zometimes zend a haunch unto 

A vriend in town az well ; 
A' poozles all the joostices, 

And makes the parzons zwear ; 
Oh, 'twas ma delight, in a zhiw^ xv\^q^^ 

In the zeazon o* t\\e 'jeai. 

0\\, 'tvj^ca va*. ^^v^i^*^' 
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Ab me aod ma ooomradfis 

Were zetting on a Bnare, 
Lauka ! the geamkeepoora oarm oop to ub. 

For them we did no oare^ 
Case we could fight» and wrestle^ lad% 

Jump over ony where — 
Oh, *twa8 ma delight, on a zhiny night. 

In the zeaaon of the year. 

Oh, Hwas ma delight^ &o. 

Az me and ma cooatemda 

Were zetting vour or vive. 
And toaking on 'em oop agean, 

We cotch'd a heere alive ; 
We putten into the bag, ma boya, 

And through the wood did steer, 
Oh, 'twas ma delisht, in a zhiny night. 

In the zeazon <r the year. 

Oh, Hwas ma delight, &o. 

We popt un in the bag, ma boys, 

An wandered off vor town : 
We took un to a neighbour's hosse. 

And we zold un vor a crown ; 
We zold un vor a crown, ma boys. 

But I did not tell ye where ; 
Oh, 'twas ma delight, in a zhiny nighty 

In the zeazon of the year. 

Oh, 'twas ma delight, &o. 

Then here's success to powching^ 

For I does think it vair — 
And here's look to ere a gentleman 

Az wants to buy a heere ; 
Bad look to ere a gamekeepoor 

Az woona zell his deere. 
Oh, 'twas ma de\\g\\l, \iv ». lUtiy night, 

In the zeazou o* t^« -jew. 

OVi, *xvj»a v^^ ^fe\\^V ^«u 
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XORAIi. 

Vhat made me vonS of powching Tnrst^ 

If you Yould wish to hear, 
It Y08 because a vound that 'beef 

And mutton were zo deer. 
While I gets geame and wenzon cheap — 

Which iz a reazon clear. 
Oh, 'twas ma delight, in a zhiny night, 

In the zeazon o' the year. ^ 

Oh, *twas ma delight, &c. 



THE PEOPLE WHO STAND ON THE 

STATES. 

A T ««!>« q^t™«, t I" Tune—" Ooldmhier's Song," 

AtBMT Smith.] ^ H. Ruswui. 

Funnily, freely, progress now the revelries ; 

Cheerily, merrily, each one's engaged ; 
Flirting's at par, and against all blue devilriefl 

Rigorous warfare is constantly waged ; 
While they are dancing, while bright eyes are glanc- 
ing. 

And light hearts forgetting the world and its cares ; 
Let us for a minute quit the room and those in it, 

And peep at the people who stand on the stairs ! 

Where is Elate Dalrymple! flirting? of course she 
is! 
Charley Fitzgerald is standing close by ; 
Soft are her whispers and full of remorse she k 

If we may judge her expression of eye ! 
Mr. Slowman, who says waltzing makes his bead 
giddy ; 
Young Woffles, the poet^ who gives himself airs ; 
Dr. Box and Kate Dalrymple's brother, the midd^^ 
Are found 'mongst flie peo^\^ 'vV^i siXaaA ^^ *^^ 
Btsdra t 
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Jawkins is there with a circle around him, 

To whom he is teUing his usual lies ; 
<< Derby stop in through the session ? — confound him! 

He has not a chance — ^he wont take my advice f 
There is Tom Honeyman, known as "that fanny 
man," 
Who the loudest of shirt-studs and coral studi 
wears, 
Who is laughing and chaffing, and bitter beer qnaff- 

ingt 
Being always at supper when not on the stairs ! 

Thus they go on with their fun and frivolity, 

Cheerily, merrily passing the night ; 
Music and liquor are each first in quality, 

Hands' are enlacing, and eyes flashing bright ! 
Wearily, drearily breaks forth the sun again. 

Jaded and faded are daughters and mires; 
While the only regret at not having the fun again, 

Is expressed by those people who stood on the 
stairs t 



THE AECHEEY MEETING. 

T. H. Batlt.] [Muno by Gbobgs LiklbT. 

The archery meeting is fixed for the third ; 
The fuss that it causes is truly absurd ; 
I've bought summer bonnets for Kosa and Bess, 
And now I must buy each an archery dress ! 
Without a green suit they would blush to be seen. 
And poor litUe Rosa looks horrid in green ! 

Poor fat little Hosa ! she*s shooting all day ! 

She sends forth an arrow expertly they say ; 

But His terrible when with exertion she warms, 
And she seems to be gelWn^ ^weh. muscular arms ; 
And if she should \i\t, 't^ete »a vj%\\\^^\v^tk«wJ^, 
rrize bracelets could never \>e c\aa\)'^ ot\.\i^t ^tvsX»\ 
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Dear Bess with her elegant figure and face, 
Looks quite a Diana, the queen of the place ; 
But as for the shooting — she never takes aim ; 
She talks so, and laughs so ! the beaux are to blame : 
She dotes on flirtation — but oh ! by-the-by, 
*Twas awkward her shooting out Mrs. Flint's eye ! 

TheyVe made my poor husband an archer elect ; 
He dresses the part with prodigious effect ; 
A pair of nankeens, with a belt round hia waist, 
And a quiver of course in whidi arrows are placed ; 
And a bow in his hand — oh ! he looks of all things 
Like a corpulent Cupid bereft of his wings ! 

They dance on the lawn^ and we mothers, alas ! 
Must sit on camp stools with our feet in the grass; 
My Flora and Bessy no partners attract i 
The Archery men are all cross Beaux in fact I 
Among the young ladies some hits there may be. 
But still at my elbow two misses I see ! 



UP IN THE MOKNING EAELY. 

[Pbtxb Buohait.] 

Up in the morning, up in the morning. 

Up in the morning early ; 
Frae night till mom our squires they sat^ 

An' drank the juice o' the barley. 
Some they spent but ae hauf-crown. 

And some six crowns sae rarely ; 
In the ale wife's pouch the aillev dvl clink, 

She got in the morning early. 

Up in the morning early, &o, 

I hae got fou, Beldomie cried ; 

Wardess replied, I am fou tee ; 

Then said Darlicha, Beware o' Okiai, 

An' baud by the wa* asl ^^e* 
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Be wylie, my boys, be wise, my boys, 
Lat sorrow gae through your thiuking ; 

Gin ye baud on as ye hae begun, 
Your pouches will leave aff clinking. 
Up in the morning early, &o. 

We will gae hame, said Lord Aboyne ; 

Na, sit awhile, quo* Towie ; 
Oh, never a foot, said Lochnievar, 

As lang*s there's beer in the bowic. 
Up in the morning early, &c. 

There they sat the lee-lang night. 

Nor 8tirr*d till the sun shone clearly ; 

Then made an end as they began. 
And gaed hame in the morning early. 
Up in the morning early, &c. 



EOONEY OF BALLINAFAD. 

Anonxmous.] [Tane— " Paddy O'CarroIL** 

In Ireland so frisky, with sweet girls and whisky 

We managed to keep care and sorrow aloo^ 
Our whirligig revels made all the blue devils 

Creep out with the smoke through a hole in the roof. 
But well I remember, one foggy November, 

My mother cried, "Go make your fortune, my 
lad; 
Go bother the ninnies clean out of their guineas ;*' 

Away then I scamper*d for Ballinafad. 

Then to seek for promotion, I walkM the wide ocean, 
Was shipwrecked, and murder'd, and sold for a 
slave, 
Over mountains and rivers was pelted to shivers. 

And met on this land with a watVy grave. 
But DOW Mr. Jew-mftn baa ivvd^^ me a new man, 

And whisky and 'M.amTOOTOi xcv^^i to.^ >ttft«s\. ^^aA, 
To sweet flowing Uffev, Tm ottm ».'i^«Jj 
With a whack for o\d lveV».Tvd wi^^^^«^^^^* 



THE COMIC VOCALIST. 73 

From this cruel station, to that blessed natioD, 

Again Master Booney shall visit your shore, 
Where, flourish so gaily, my sprig of shilelah — 

Long life to old Nodib of Great Mogadore ; 
O then all my cousins will run out by dozens, 

And out too will hobble old mammy and dad ; 
At dinner they'd treat us with mealy potatoeef. 

And whisky distill'd at sweet Ballinafad. 



BUMPER, SQUIEE JONES. 

Akdbkw Dawson.] [iltf— "Cwrolan," 

Ye good fellows all, 
Who love to be told where good claret's in storey 
Attend to the call 

Of one who*s ne'er frighted, 
But greatly delighted, 
With six bottles more. 
Be sure you don't pass 
The good house Moneyglass, 
Which the jolly red god so peculiarly owns ; 
'Twill well suit your humour^ 
For pray what would you more, 
Than mirth, with good claret^ and bumpers, Squire 
Jones? 

Ye lovers, who pine 
For lasses that oft prove as cruel as ^siir, 
Who whimper and whine 

For lilies and roses. 

With eyes, lips, and noses, 
Or tip of an ear: 

Come hither, PU show ye 

How Phillis and Chloe 
No more shall occasion such sighs and such groans ; 

For what mortal so stupid 

As not to quit Cup\d, 

When CAlldfl hxr crntu^ tAiir^*. arvA \\WVJVXieX^ ^Q^^^^ 
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Ye poets, who write, 
And brftg of your drinking fam'd Helioon's brook— 
Though all you get by % 
I9 a dinner, oft-times, 
In reward of your rhymes— 
With Humphrey the Duke : 
Learn Bacchus to follow, 
And quit your Apollo, 
Forsake all the Muses, those senseless old crones. 
Our jingling of glasses 
Your rhyming surpasses. 
When crowned with good claret, and bumpera, Squire 
Jones. 

Te soldiers so stout, 
With plenty of oaths, though no plenty of coin, 
Who make such a rout 
Of all your commanders 
Who served us in Flanders, 
And eke at the Boyne : 

Come leave ofif your rattling 
Of sieging and battling, 
And know you'd much better to sleep in whole bones ; 
Were you sent to Gibraltar, 
Your notes you'd soon alter. 
And wish for good claret, and bumpers, Squire Jones. 

Ye clergy so wise — 
Who myst'ries profound can demonstrate most clear. 
How worthy to rise ! 

You preach once a week. 
But your tithes never seek 
Above once in a year : 
Come here without failing, 
And leave off your railing 
'Gainst bishops providiTv^ for doll stupid drones ; . 

Says t\io texX. ao ^vrvxx^, j 

" What is W^a Vv\Xio\k\.N»vaft\"'' 
Then away with t^ie cVaroVr-e. Wm^«t»^iQjjM% ^^ssa^ 
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Ye lawyers so just, 
Be the cause what it will, who so learnedly plead. 
How worthy of trust ! 

You know black from white. 
You prefer wrong to right 
Aa you chance to be fee'd : 
Leave musty reports, 
And forsake the king's courts. 
Where dulness and discord have set up their thrones ; 
Bum Salkeld and Ventris, 
With all your damn'd entries. 
And away with the claret — a bumper, Squire Jones. 

Ye physical tribe. 
Whose knowledge consists in hard words and grimace. 
Whene'er you prescribe. 
Have at your devotion 
Pills, bolus, or potion. 
Be what will the case : 
Pray where is the need 
To purge, blister, and bleed ? 
When, ailing yourselves, the whole faculty owns 
That the forms of old Galen 
Are not so prevailing 
As mirth, with good claret — and bumpers, Squire 
Jones. 

Ye foxhantera eke. 
That follow the call of the horn and the hound. 
Who Your ladies forsake 
"Before they're awake. 
To beat up the brake 
Where the vermin is found : 
Leave Piper and Blueman, 
Shrill Duchess and Trueman— 
No music is found in such dissonant tones : 
Would you ravish '^^owr «m% 
With the songs oi Oa^ «^\i«n»^ ^ 

Hark away to the claret — abuixi^et, ^^j^jaax^'i^^'^^ 
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TIME'S ALTERATION ; OE, WHEN T 
OLD CAP .WAS NEW. 

[Akoxtxous. a.d. 1666.] 

When this old cap was new — 

'Tis since two hundred year — 
No malice then we knew, 

But all things plenty were : 
All friendship now decays, 

(Believe me, this is true,) 
Which was not in those days, 

When this old cap was new. 

The nobles of our land 

Were much deligliLed then 
To have at their command 

A crew of lusty men ; 
Which by their coats were known 

Of tawny, red, or blue. 
With crests on their sleeves shown, 

When this old cap was new. 

Now pride hath banish'd all, 

Unto our land's reproach. 
When he whose means are small. 

Maintains both horse and coach ; 
Instead of an hundred men, 

The coach allows but two ; 
This was not thought on then, 

When this old cap was new. 

Good hospitality 

Was cherish'd then of many ; 
Now poor men starve and die, 
And are not help'd by any ; 
For charity waxelh coVd, 

And love is found *m ^evj \ 
This was not in t\me o^ o^d. 
When this old cap vj\\a Ti^^« 



Where'er yon travell'ii then, 

You might meet on tlie way 
Brave knights and gentlemen, 

Cl«d in their country grey, 
Ttflt oourtenuB would appear, 

And kindly wekanie you ; 
No Puritans then were. 

When thia old cap waa new. 

Our Udlea in those i3sya 

In civil habit went J 
Broad-cloth wan then worth praise, 

Aod gOYo ths beat content ; 
French faahiona then were scom'd, 

Fond fangles then none knew; 
Then modeety wameu adom'd, 

When thia old cap waa new. 

A man might then behold 

At Chriatmas in eadi ball. 
Good fires to curb the cold, 

And meat for great and amall ; 
The neighbours friendly bidden, 

And all had welcome true ; 
The poor from the gates not cliidden, 

Wlien this old cap waa new. 

Blick jacka to evei; man 

Were filled with wine and beer; 
Ha pewter pot^ nor can. 

In those days did appear ; 
Good cheer in a Dobleman's boose 

Waa counted a seemly show ; 
Wa wanted not brawn nor eous^ 

When thia old cap was new. 
We took not such delight 

In cups of lilVBt fine ; 
None under the deirree qE \iTi\ttNA 
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Now each mechaoical man 

Hath a cupboard of plate for a show. 
Which vf&a a rare thing then. 

When this old cap was new. 

Then bribery was unborn, 

No simony men did use ; 
Christians did usury scorn, 

Devised among the Jews : 
The lawyers to be fee'd 

At that time hardly knew ; 
For man with man agreed 

When this old cap was new. 

No captain then caroused, 

Nor spent poor soldiers* pay ; 
They were not so abused, 

Aa they are at this day : 
Of seven days they make eighty 

To keep them from their due ; 
Poor soldiers had their right 

When this old cap was new— 

Which made them forward still 

To go, although not prest ; 
And going with good will. 

Their fortunes were the best ; 
Our English then in fight 

Did ibreign foes subdue, 
And forced them all to flight, 

When this old cap was new. 

God save our gracious king. 

And send him long to live ! 
Lord, mischief on them bring 

That will not their alms give. 
But seek to xob tVie ^oor 

Of that wVAcYi \a tWvc ^m^ \ 
This was not m t\m«> oi ^ox^. 

When tVi\a o\0i ca.>? ^»» ^^^* 
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ALOIESS OS THE SEA. 
EnwuiD DBmii.] [7\iii»— "Oh.Crael" 

I AHApoorBbipVcarpentsr; mj Btorj you Bhall Iiear— 



To trade with Oib-e-ialUr, and pt.iia bajond tbe sea. 
We pou'd tbe bay of Biscay, where the half of our 
To save onr bark from foundering, we overboard did 

But had the waves proved maaters, it might liave 

saved to we. 
Worse daogera and disasters than shipwreck od tha 

For, three days after, cniiuDg just off the Spanish 

A stranger sul enpied us, and down upon ns boi-e. 
They &ed a shot to hail ne : we vainly tried to flee. 
But were caught by nigger pirates from Algtem on 

They l>oarded ui, they strip-ped ua, they bound us 

foot and band, 
They tum-ed us below, and tJien sail'd far sway from 

land; 
And none con tell out anguish, and our grief and 

Till tbe pimtee came to anchor on tbe coast of Barbo- 

At length in chains we landed, among a nigger guard ; 
Were sold lo our taskmasters, and were forced to 

labour hard— 
Bome hoeing, and some rukicg, and others set with 

A mending abips, and paid •m.la w\Aps, ».'fc tC\«-«« «*■ 
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Three dismal, dreary years, boys, this awfal life we 

led, 
A thousand times and over, we wished that we. wof 

dead, 
Till one day came a bustle, and Bill Bowser criee,-*- 

says he, 
'* I spy the British fleet, boys, and we are on its lee !" 

With whips of hide they forced us to throw ap a it> 

doubt. 
To keep ourselves inside, boys, and keep old Sngland 

out J 
In front of us the Union Jack meanwhile was floating 

free, 
To-wards us — wretched English slaves— at Algiers on 

the sea. 

The battle then began, boys, with iron, shot, and 

shell ; 
We bless each shot arriving, however near it fell ; 
We never felt so joyful in all our lives, not we. 
As under that bombardment, at Algiers on the sea. 

Bill Bowser he was wound-ed by the splinter of a 

shell— 
A two-legg'd man he wrought with us, a one-legg*d 

man he fell ; 
But I'd rather lose, as Bill did, my left leg alow the 

knee, 
Than bear a whack on my back, from a black, at 

Algiers on the sea. 

At length the boats put off, boys — we spied the jackets 

blue ; 
One thought came over all at once— our guards, though 

arm'd, were few : 
We gave one hasty glance behind, and ev'ry man oonU 

see 
The one thing in li\a MVow'a tsjmx^ ^\. ^^^sa% vjSkS&A 

sea. 
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We shouldered sharp our tools, boys^ and though we 

fought in chains, 
We flew at *ein like chain-shot, and pickax-ed iiheir 

brains ; 
We lifted up our voices and three rousing cheers gave 

we. 
Three rousing cheers which reached the ears of the 

men upon the sea. 

So here am I, you see, boys, infirm, and old, and m>or, 
But blessed be the day when I retum'd unto old Eng- 

land's shore. 
I'd sooner beg my bread, boys, in England brave and 

free, 
Than roll in gold and wealth untold, at Algiers on 

the sea. 



I'VE GOT A PLACE UJSTDEE 
GOVEENMENT. 

T T}«TTT«. 1 / Tune—** Jeremy Diddler, 

J.Bbuleb.] I the Fiddler." 

I ONCE kept a pastrycook's shop. 

And my pretty young wife, who'd the care of it. 
Got flatter' d by every fop. 

And corrupted, ere I was aware of it. 
As politics fiird up my mind, 

I cared not buw my home or my oven went ; 
For all that I wish'd, was to find 

Some means of reforming the Government. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

As my cakes and my wife had a charm, 

To my shop many dons late and early went ; 
While aLout I went preaching reform, 

In the parish and houses of parliament. 
While niix'd in political strife, 

To my shop an old lord very oft^tv ^««iX»% 
And whispered soft words to la'j m^^. 

Whilst I went abusing the GoNftrut»s»^ 
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By minding the affiiira of the state, 

My own kept on going to rain ; 
But my wife was a notable mate, 

And e*er for my interest brewing. 
At oar house the old lord came to dine. 

Where he a kind ear to my lovely lent; 
And more through her merit than mine^ 

He got me a place under Government. 

My old cronies were very sarcastic 

At first, about my change of principle ;— 
Pooh ! principle in all is elastic — 

Human nature is not made invincible. 
Why against changing principle cry ? 

With a party I ne'er made a covenant ; 
Besides, principle's all in my eye ! 

When you've got a place under Government* 

My mind vastly changed, I must own. 

When I got in my new situation ; 
I was ready to knock a man down. 

If he spouted about reformation. 
To find out each Government foe, 

I often to alehouse and tavern went ; 
And I soon the seditious let know 

That I had a place under Government. 

I've been vex'd by my son, who will spout 

Against taxes and Government cbeating ; 
And my house I have just turned him out. 

For attending a Badical meeting. 
No reformers ril have near my house, 

Not e'en for relation, for love, or rent ; 
For what should I do if I lose 

The place I have got under Government. 

It raises my spleen, when I read 
The debates, at\d"5JLT.^T\^\I%'WAller*ie8 

On th* expenditure >Naa\.eKM\ mi^tv^^ 
Of lowering Qo\eTntcvftiv\.«a\«x«». 
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I really feel quite overpower'd, 

To see him on this thing so often bent ; — 
How would he like his salary lower' d, 

If he had a place under Gk>vernmeQt ? 

I am proud of my place;, and expect 

Submission from all who come near me ; 
And make folks show me smiles and respect^ 

Although at the bottom they fear me. 
I support in all matters the Queen, 

The Ministers and their acts in parliament^— > 
And youM do the same thing, I mean 

If you^d got a place under Grovemment. 



JENNY DANG THE WEAVES. 

Sib a. Boswxll, Babt.] [Scotch Air. 

At Willie's wedding an the green, 

The lasses, bounie witches. 
Were a' dresa*d out in aprons clean, 

And braw white Sunday mutches : 
Auld Maggie bad the lads tak' tent^ 
But Jock would not believe her ; 
But soon the fool his folly kent, 
And Jenny daug the weaver. 

And Jenny dang, Jenny dang, 

Jenny dang the weaver ; 
Bnt soon the fool his folly kent, 
For Jenny dang tho weaver. 

At ilka country-dance or reel 

Wr her he would be babbing ; 
When she sat down, lie sat down, 

And to her would be gabbing : 
Where'er she gaed, baith but and ben. 

The coof would never leave her, 
Aye kecklin' like a clacking hen ; 

But Jenny dang the weaver. 
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Quo' he, " My lass, to speak my miad 

In troth I iteedna swither ; 
Yoa've bonnie een, and if you're kindy 

I'll never seek antth^/* 
He humm'd and haw*d ; the lass cried, "F 

And bade the coof no deave her ; 
Syne snapt her fingers, lap and lengh, 

And dang the siUy weaver. 

And Jenny dang. 



THE THREE STARS. 

Th. Eobvxb.] ITune—** One Bamper at P 

Or aQ the fair stars that so brightly 

To lighten life's darkness still shine^ 
The three, if I reckon them rightly^ 

Are those we call SoNO, Love, and WiJ 
No stars in the heavens above us 

So kindly and true we find there ; 
With them, as with fond ones who love ua^ 

Our sorrows all melt into air. 

Yes of all, &c 

First, Song is renewing of pleasure, 

"When breathed by the lips of a friend ; 
We cannot rob him of the treasure. 

Though largely to «« he may lend ; 
Then Wine with our song should be blende 

For 'tis such a marvellous thing, 
The' long since our summer has ended 

It brings us again to life h spring. 

Yes of all, &e. 

The third lovely star when its glances 
With those 1 ba^e soa^ ol^^ycGJaine,' 
The nearer to ua it aA.vMWi%^ 
The nearer w© own. \t ^Vm^ \ 
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Ah 1 then, ^hile our goblets are flowing, 
A toast i — and it cannot be wrong — 

The health of the man who set going 
First kissing — and drinking — and song. 

For of all, ko. 



THE LAD WITH THE CAKROTY POLL. 

[Edwasd Kirxaxx.] 

Oh dear, oh deat, good gentlefolks may it be said, 

Tm come here to loam if any poor bairn 

Has been troubled like roe wi* his head ; 

My feyther and mother they used no control ; 

Fifteen of us bairns all red in the poll. 

We all were pretty and merry as Punch, 

But I were always the pride of the bunch. 

Oh dear, oh dear, I'm a queer little comical soul, 

And if youll believe me, though I think you may see, 

I'm the lad with the carroty poll. 

Oh dear, oh dear, I fear I shall never get wed. 

For indeed you must know, wherever I go, 

They laugh at my carroty head ; 

Tother day I went up to town wi* young squire^ 

They said that my head would set Lunnun a-fire. 

I seed pretty women wi* cheeks like a rose, 

I gave one a buss, but she painted my nose : 

Oh dear, oh dear, I couldn't I'm sure, for my soul, 

liike the touch of her cheek, if I rubb*d for a. week, 

Get the red from my carroty poll. 

Oh dear, oh dear, a quack in our village one day, 
He said that he could, and I said tiiat he should, 
Come and take all my oarrots away ; 
So he rubb'd and he scrubVd, till my face went 

awry, 
Wi' Bome stuff that he calYd Ybb ^^ISkc^ ^^«o^ 
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My hair he turned black, and my pockets he dnun'd^ 
And I look'd like the devil first day that it raia'd. 
Oh dear, oh dear, I were such a transmogrified loiili 
For my head were as bald as a pig that is scald. 
And I loog'd for my carroty poU. 

Oh dear, oh dear, the joy of my heart yoa must know, 

Was to see the first sprout of hair shooting oot| 

When the carrots b^an to grow. 

And my happiness now is arrived at the top, 

Because I have got such a glorious crop ; 

And the lesson I've learnt is never to fret, 

But be always content with whatever I get. 

Oil dear, oh dear, the queer little comical soul, 

Ever will laud the hands who applaud 

The lad with a carroty poll. 



POOE MILK BE-LOW. 

J. G. Watts.] ITune—" The Nioe Young Mm." 

Hard by the Old Kent Head there lived, 

Some eighteen months ago, 
A man who dress'd in corded breech, 

And stockings white as snow ; 
In coat of velvet-green, and vest 

Of yellow, blue, and red ; 
With hob-naird boots upon his feet» 

A felt hat on his head. 

He was not short, he was not tall. 

Though fat beyond a doubt ; 
And though he earn'd his bread by milk, 

Each day he got more stout. 
He said he was a dairyman, 

But still no cov?a\i»i^\v^ 
Save one of cbsXk, m^xv «^ \i\\^^. 

Of great aatiqyuV.^. 



Be to a coff-;&rd hiad each idotd. 

Before tLa breuk of day. 
For fresb aupplioa — lome laid he pasaeJ 

A pump upon bis my, 
And thftt he stopped u he returned ; 

And vulgar msn would oha^ 
And iiiiout. as he cried " Milk be-lov," 

" Lefs 'are aome arf-aa'-atf. " 

Bui, beedlesa of their vile attaolu, 

Hb theerly I ook his round ; 
And with hia "Milk be- low wo- woo," 

The welkin did reBound. 
But stjil ho gave a civil word 

Where'er be pitched his can ; 
And all the women- servants said 

Ha was " a nice joung mBD." 

Ono morning, as be went to servo 

A honae in Surrey-square, 
Soine naughty boys had made a slid* 

Upon the Terrace there. 
He filipt upon the greasy spot. 

And then, alts ,' alack I 
He lost hla (eeti let go bis cat^ 

And fell upon hia back. 

A aympatbetio houBenukid Sew, 

And belped biin to arise, 
With sorrow pictured in her fiico. 

And pity in her eyes. 
She led bim to the kitchen fire. 

Some comfiirts to bestow ; 
And aa e)ie give him loiaC and tea, 

Sly Cupid struck a blow. 

For era he'd had the seventh round. 

Poor Milk be- low began 
To feel a somelhing tX hit: i^ea'k — 



1^ 



t»t 
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He twirled his thumbs, he rolled hia ey9^ 

Upon his feet did start ; 
And then in broken accents said, 

' * 'Ave — ^you — got — a sweet — ^"art V 

The maiden blushed, and cried, ** Qet ontt' 

Said he, '' I'm not in fun ; 
If you'll *ave me, why Til 'ave yon. 

And then the matter^s done.' 
Said she, "What do you earn per week t* 

Said he, " A pund — and more." 
Said she, " It ain't enough !" — said he^ 

** "What will yer bargain for V* 

Said she, *' When yon earns one- pan-ten 

I may." Said he, " Agreed I 
ni do it in a month ; I'll break 

My neck but I'll succeed. " 
Ah, love ! ah woe ! poor Milk be-low. 

That was a fatal boast ; 
Would that you ne'er had seen that girl, 

Nor ate her buttered toast ! 

Each day he tarried at the pump 

Much longer than of yor^ 
Forgetting that while he grew rich, 

His milk was growing poor. 
At last his customers began 

To grumble and complain, 
And one, a waggish doctor, said, 

" He'd water on his brain.** 

And ere a fortnight had expired 

His milk had grown so thin, 
That five-and-twenty all at once 

Befused to take it in. 
But worse than all, his lady-love, 
Who saw how tixiuga ^ouV^i ^o, 
Informed him she had c\i«n^ed.\istTc2ffA, 
And got another \>eaiM. 
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That niglit — it was a foggy one — 

A man was seen to glide 
Down the Kent- road, with a clothes-line 

All dangling by his side. 
At length he paused before a pamp, "^ 

Which rose full ten feet high. 
He raised the handle and there fell—- ^ 

Some water — from his eye. 

He placed his foot upon the spout, 

His rope slung round the top, 
Then let his neck into the noose, 

And took his final drop. I 

A jury on his body sat, ' 

And when they had deplored 
The suicidal deed, they found — 

" Died of his own a(c)cord.'* 

One would have thought that of this world 

He'd had enough ; but no, 
Each midnight by the pump is seen 

The Ghost of Milk be-low. 
And when the ** early village cock " 

Declares 'tis break of day. 
He mutters, ** Yes — ^the breakfast milk|" 

And vanishes away. 



LIFE IS ONE THING OVEE AGAIN. 

Tbohas HuDSOiT.] ITune—" Kinlooh of EiBloch." 

This life is a journey — we're travellers all, 
In haste or in leisure our footsteps we bend ; 

By conduct it is that we rise or we fall, 

Bich folks and poor folks go to the same end. 

And whether we're sorrowful, lively, or ^gwj^ 

Thankful for blessings, ot ^T\x«i\>\va^ ^'^'^''^^^^^ 

There's nought but ihe same a^avetv^^^^-a:^ ^Sust 
Life is all one thing ovet ?i^«vs\« 
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Tlie infant is teas'd with the vile A, B, O, 

Nursery stories enliven the way ; 
Led on by art to L, M, N, 0, P, 

A B, ab~E B, eb— B E, be— B A, ba. 
The youth with his lessons can never be still. 

For task upon task daily puzzles his brain'; 
Goes round and round, like a horse in a milly 

Oh, school is one thing over again. 

Then he grows up, and, of course, falls in love. 

Declaration — accepted — and love in return ; 
Her charms can compete with an nngel above. 

With hearts palpitating each bosom does bum. 
Letters and presents, a *'No" and a "Yes," 

Fall out — make it up — some teasing — some pain ; 
Some smiles, and some tears — and nightly, one kiss— 

Oh, courtship is one thing over again. 

Then they embark under soft Hymen's powers, 

But anticipations and honeymoon o'er, 
'lime, with its changes, turns sweets into sours, 

And children bring feelings ihey ne'er had before. 
Quarrels and jars — troubles —turmoils, 

Charmingly mix'd up with pleasure and pain ; 
Domestic ftlicity — bubbles and broils, 

Oh ! wedlock is one thing over again. 

The farmer by seasons does reap or does sow. 

Early to bed — early up in the morn ; 
Th* changes he rings with the harrow or plough. 

Or to market he rides with his cattle or com. 
Health in his cheek — but with every gale, 

His temper is varied by sunshine or rain ; 
He dines on his bacon — ^he drinks his own ale, 

Oh ! a farmer's life's one thing over again. 

The tradesman may open his shop every day. 
His shopmen — ^ap^TtxiVAQi^a <i\tt«kn as a pin ; 
Of his choice goods Y^em?oj iv\^^^^\%^^^» 
Try every bait lo Ifcuvpx. cua\.om«»*m\ 
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Diaappoiiitment — Teiation — the markets ruD cross. 
The inonsy thnt'a owing, he think* of in vaia ; 

With ledger, nnd day-book, and profit and loss, 
Ob '. a tradeamau's Ufa's one thing over again. 



The biUowa he views, and withoat any fear 
IklouDta the topyarda to take a r«ef in the sail. 

Noasht an Hroaad but the sea imd the sky. 

He ifoea to the Indies, Fmace, Holland, or Spain ; 

He dnaks off his grog — and toVrds home sends 

Oh 1 a sailor's life's one thing over ogwa. 
Every station is surejnst tte same, 

To every man, whether Badly or gay ; 
Cards may be trumps — time must end the game, 

Life is comprised in — Four meals a day. 
Breakfast and dinner, and supper and tea, 

Sdme sleeping — some wakiog — some laboai'— 



THADY O'BRADT. 

Yl lasses and bucks, leave off your sly looks. 

While I sing of one Tliady O'Brady, 
Who courted Miaa Reilly so snug and so silly, 

Determinad to make her his Iwly. 
But before he'd begin to commit that great sin 

Which the clargy they call matrimony, 
His furniture all lie would tell at one call 

That he'd give to hlo own darling honey. 
First, a nate feather bed, and a foar-poated atead, 

A bolster, quilt, blankets, and sheets, too, 
A straw curtain, one side to l\\e't»S*ycti-w^'0>J^i 
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In one corner some meaJ, in another a pail 
Of sweet milk, and roll'd butter bard by it^ 

Some salt in a barrel, and for fear we should qoanelr 
Some whisky to keep us both quiet. 

Four knives and four forks, four bottles and coxki^ 

Six plates, spoons, and two pewter dishes. 
Salt butter a store, and salt herrings galore. 

With good praties as much as she wishes ; 
Two pots and a griddle, a sieve and a riddle^ 

A slate for a tongs to bring fire on, 
A pair of pot-hool^, and two little crooks 

ro hang up the saJt-boz and gridiron. 

Three noggins, three mugs, a bowl, and two jugs^ 

A crock and a pan something lesser, 
A nate looking-glass, to dress at for mass, 

Nailed up to a clean little dresser ; 
Some starch and some blue, in two papers for yooy 

An iron and holder to hold it, 
A beetle to whack, and a stick horse's back 

To dry your cap on 'fore you fold it. 

Some onions and eggs in two little kegs, 

A kish wherein plenty of turf is, 
A spade and grifaun, to dig up the lawn, 

And some manure to cover the murphies ; 
A dog and two cats, to run after the rats, 

A cock for a clock, to give warning, 
A plough and a sow, and a nate Kerry cow. 

To give milk for your tea in the morning. 

A chum and a dash, to make the cream splash. 

Some boiling hot water to fill it. 
Two saucepans with handles, and to make the rush 
candles 
Some grease in a small metal skillet ; 
For a lump of fat bacon you'll not be short taken. 

With some cabbage to put where the meat is, 
A pair of new brogues, wi^ V«o owv^t ^^J^ksn^BUMi 
To draw water irom oiS VJafe\iw\B^^^»5^^** 
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Some flax and a wheel, some wool and a reel, 

And a besom to keep the house snug, 
A few bundles of frieze to cover my thighs, 

And for you, a neat piece of brown rug ; 
But then for young Thady we must have clothes 
ready, 

With pineady to keep him a feeding, 
A cradle see-saw and a red lobster^s claw, 

To give to the brat when he*s teething. 

Some soap to wash all, shirts, stockings, and caul, 

A table, three stools, and a forum. 
All this I will give, and I think we may live. 

As well as the justice of quorum. 
But Biddy, astore, should you want any more, 

Koar out without any more bother. 
For an Irishman's pride 'tis^ whatever betide. 

To keep his poor wife in good order. 



LOVE AND WHISKY. 

AiTONTMOirs.] [2ttr— ** Bobbin Joan." 

Written in 1780. Newly arranged by W. Guernsey, 

liOVE and whisky both, 
Bejoice an honest fSellow ; 
Unripe joys of life. 
Love and whisky mellow, 
Both the head and heart 
Set in palpitation ; 
From both I've often found 
A mighty sweet sensation. 
Love and whisky's joys. 
Let us gaily twist 'em, 
In the thread of life, 
Faith, we can't resist 'em. 

But love's jealous pang 
In heartache oft we find it ; 
Whisky, in its turtt, 
A headacbfi le&vea \>^c&ii^*^ 
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Thus of love or drink. 

We curse th* enchanted cup, sir ; 

All its charms forswear. 

Then take another sup, sir. 

Love and whisky's joys. 

Let us gaily twist 'em, 

In the thread of life. 

Faith, we can't resist 'em. 

Love and whisky can 
To anything persuade us ; 
No other power we fear. 
That ever can invade us. 
Should others dare intrude. 
They'll find our lads so frisky 
By none can be subdued, 
Excepting love and whisky. 
May the smiles of love 
Cheer our lads so clever ; 
And with whisky, boys. 
We'll drink Queen Vic. for ever. 



THE PUDDING BAG. 

Tbohjls HuDSoiT.] [r«ne— ** Derry Dowi 

To study the people, the climate and weather. 
Dr. Johnson and Boswell a tour took together. 
To Scotland, and some banyan days did endure, 
For the living, they found, like the people, was poor. 

At a little low pot house, one day, like a glutton, 
Johnson had order'd a roast leg of mutton ; 
And Boswell, with appetite clever and 'cute. 
Spoke for a nice boil'd plum- pudding to boot. 

The mutton was ready — they sat down to dine, 
" J'm hungry," said BosvieVl, " this mutton is fine;** 
''Hem r said the DociOT, — " >iXi^ ij^m^^vki^^^ ^.xx^^t^ 
Tre alter'd my mind— 1 cawi V* ^^\. ^x>l xasaS^.'^ 
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In silence they dined, and the cloth cleared away, 
And Boswell said, ** Why did you leave meat to-day ? 
'Tis something uncommon roast mutton be pass'd. 
Strange that you starving should still longer fast !" 

Said Johnson, ** If really the truth must be said, 
I saw the meat roasting — and saw the boy's head 
Was frousy and scabby, and still as it ran, 
He scratch*d it with both his hands over the pan. 

'^ Unfriendly," said Boswell, *^ to play such a trick. 
The thoughts of it even now makes my heart sick ; 
If half an hour back you your silence had broke — " 
Said J(^nson, *' No, that would have spoiled a good 
joke." 

Enraged, retum'd Boswell, " Til have the boy in. 
And curse him, I'll break ev*ry bone in his skin ; 
Come here, you young rascal, — say, how does it hap, 
You don't on that vile scabby head wear a cap V* 

Said the boy — " Why, gude sir, indeed it is true, 
Why I dinna wear cap ? 'deed, sir, I do ; 
But mither she kenning my cap wur a gude 'un, 
She used it this momin' to boil your plum-puddin*." 



LOED HAERY HAS WEITTEN A 

NOVEL. 

T. H. Baylt.] [Utmo by Szb H. B. BzsEor. 

LoBD Hakbt has written a novel, 

A story of elegant life ; 
No stuff about love in a hovel. 

No sketch of a commoner's wife ; 
No trash such as pathos and pamion, 

Fine feelinga, expression, a.Tvd.NrvS;»\ 
But ail about people oi ia&\i\niv, 

ComQ Jock at \i\a cap^ Yiow XJobi ^^ 
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Oh ! BadcliflPe ! thou once wert the charmer. 

Of girls wlio sat reading all iiight ; 
Thy heroes were stippHngs in armour, 

ITiy heroines damsels in white. 
But past are thy terrible touches, 

Our lips in derision we curl, 
Unless we are told how a Duchess 

Convers'd with her cousin the EarL 

We now have each dialogue quite full 

Of titles — ** I give you my word, 
My lady, you're looking delightful." 

**0h I dear, do you think so, my Lord !*• 
** You've heard of the Marquis's marriage^ 

The bride with her jewels new set, 
Four horses, new travelling carriage, 

And d^jeiinS d la fourchettc.*^ 

Haul ton finds her privacy broken. 

We trace all her ins and her ovis^ 
The very small talk that is spoken, 

By very g^'eat people at routs. 
At Tenby Miss Jinks asks the loan of 

The book from the innkeeper's wife. 
And reads till she dreams she is one of 

The leaders of elegant life. 



THE BOG OF ALLEN. 

TH08. H. POEXBH.] { ^^X«f ^^ 

Jolly Phoebus his car to the coach-house had driven, 
And unharnessed his high-mettled horses of light; 
He gave them a feed from the manger of heaven, 
And rubbed them, and littered them up for the night. 
Then down to the kitchen he leisurely strode, 
Where Thetis, the liowaemsiid, vj^ «v^>^\^\^ her tea ; 
He swore he was tired mWi \.\i\)A,\vv^"Ni-V'^'^'^'^<k 
He'd have none ofber B\oYvaTiQT\ioV'w^v%x^xNa\.V^ 
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So she took from the comer a little crniskeen 

Well filled with nectar Apollo loves best ; 

(From the neat Bog of Allen, some pretty poteen) 

And he tippled his quantum and staggered to rest. 

His many-caped box- coat around him he threw, 

For his bed, faith, 'twas dampish, and none of the best; 

All above him the clouds their bright fting*d curtains 

drew, 
And the tuft of his night-cap lay red in the west. 



EEASONS FOE KOAST BEEF. 

Ohaslss Dibdin 'i C Tune—" When Arthur first 

the Yoanger. } (.at Coort began." 

Queen Bess once fed three men for a year, 

On different kinds of food, 
To see which might the best appear 

To do a Briton good ; 
The first was fed on veal, sir, 

The second was fed upon mutton, 
The third was fed upon good roast beef, 

And gormandiz'd like a glutton. 

When brought to answer the Queen's appeal. 

On what they'd been licensed to guttle, 
The first replied, **Mem, I've dined upon veal," 
{affectedly). 
T'other, *'Muttle, Sir! Muttle, Sir! Muttle !" 
{pertly). 
Cries the Queen, " These for soldiers of Briton wont 
do ; 
But I swear by my Majesty's word, 
Your veal eaters will make good men milliners, 
And your mutton men, tailors, good lord 1" 

The third he came to be questioned in kind, 

And as loud as he could bawl, 
When ask'd by the usher on Yi\i«bt\i^\\«A^\TJ^» 

ZTf—'-J r/r>__r 11 1 1 • _ _AA » 
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Queen Bess she gave him her fist with a smilo^ 

And swore it was her belief. 
The devil hiuuself couldn't conquer this ialo, 

While Britons were fed upon beef. 



PAEODY ON "THE CAVALIEB."^ 

'TWAB a beautiful night, as a tipsy wigh^ 

Towards his home he stray'd ; 
And he left his pals singing ** Bufialo Gals,*' 

A favourite serenade. 
With his main and his might, "Coming out 
night/' 

In many a tune sang he ; 
He reached his door, then he fondly swor^ 

My wife she is waiting for me — 
My wife, dear wife, I know she is waiting for 



He raised the latch, then with lucifer match 

His way to the kitchen he gropes ; 
He heard a loud squall, saw his wife on a wall. 

Getting down by a ladder of ropes. 
Out, out he ran, but he was done, 

What's this on the ground? quoth he ; 
Oh, some gentleman's tile, he said with a smileji, 

But it never belonged to me — 
This tile, old tile, you never were made for me. 

Upstairs he goes, found she'd taken her clothes. 

And supper was laid for two ; 
The 'taters were mash'd, the mutton was hash'd. 

Made into a jolly nice stew. 
He saw a bottle of ale, and found it was pale^ 

What's this in the basin ? quoth he ; 
Oh, her mind is un&xed, and these pickles arenuzei 

But they never were \>o\3L^\it for me — 
These pickles, nusLed igivckk&^l i«dx VC^ iii2L v^Uf 
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Now all would have thought he*d pitched into and 
fought 

With the man that ran off with his spouse ; 
But, sensible man, he pitched into the scran. 

Then lockM every door in the house. 
He put up the bar, then smok'd his cigar, 

Ajid singing to bed went he. 
When a wife elopes, of her I've no hopes, 

She may go to Old Joey for me — 
She may go, she may go, she may go to Old Joey 
for me. 



TEAJSrSMOGEiriCATIONS. 

Jacob Biulbb.] [Tune^" Jmgliog Johnsy/ 

Oh, deary me, it makes me fretful. 
And life to me is getting hateful ; 
I see such changes in the nation. 
Alack ! there's nought but alteration. 
Pve been e*er since last Tuesday morning 
Seeking the street where I was born in ; 
And all my haunts and playing stations. 
Have undergone transmogrifications. 
All these changes make me so vext, 
I wonder what they'll try to do next I 

Near London, if they find a field, sini, ' 

Upon it they begin to build, sirs ; 

Beth*lem and Turnham Greens the same are^ 

For only green they in their name are. 

Though London's well supplied with water^ 

By companies in ev'ry quarter ; 

'Twill soon want companies, I declare, sim^ 

The people to supply with atr, sirs. 

When I was young, folks took their pleasure^ 
When they to spare had cash and leisace. 
By going to Eichmoud jcnd "Ei^^ova. t^kra^ 
To Ba.ih. and to tlnA \»s^tAir\T\cr>r\a.C«&.. 
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Each watering-place complains most bittetly 
That DOW folks go to France and Italy ; 
But fashion farther leads than ever. 
For all the go is now Swan Kiver. 

Oh, once a roan was thought a lost man. 
When he became a General Postman ; 
He had to walk, mom, noon, and nighty nn^ 
Be the weather what it might, sirs. 
But now the postmen show that lettera 
Will raise a man up to his betters ; 
And now no one their place disparages. 
For now they ride out in their carriages. 

Once on a time our sea and land boys. 
Could always get as jolly as sand boys. 
By drinking ale and good strong beer, 
And get quite fat upon such cheer. 
But beer and ale have now no merit, 
Compared with ev'ry ardent spirit ; 
And now they all for gin quite raw thirst, 
Which makes 'em thin and pale as saw-dust. 

Once EngliHhmen were strong and hearty, 

And did not care for Bonaparty ; 

But now the porters and all who sarve us. 

And everybody's getting narvous. 

Now drovers feel all sensibility, 

And, patronized by folks of quality. 

Are macadamized roads and spring-coach making, 

Because their coachmen canH bear shaking. 

Oh, once all folks unnoticed might, sirs. 
Bundles carry all the night, sirs ; 
But now eacti new policeman watches. 
To search all bundles and cabs he catches ; 
Nay more, these new blue-coat policemen, 
WiJJ take you up, lYie^ ax^ ftucb. wlce men. 
Whene'er tUey Imd 'jom AwxtvV wi^ivx^wj^ 
'Eox fear that you B\iouU \ow ^Q^« ts^qyvoj. 
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Oh, once when you by knaves got cheated, 
With proper justice they were treated ; 
But when on trial now you have 'em, 
The cleverest lawyers try to save 'em. 
Oh, once it was the law's strict letter, 
The more knave.^ were exposed the better ; 
But now to save *em from public reproaches. 
They are carried to gaol iu vans and coaches. 

Once great St. Paul's gave satisfaction, 
And was to London great attraction ; 
But now there are the Brompton boilers, 
Tho' folks to get there must be toilers. 
There you see each new invention, 
To make all learned the intention ; 
And pictures, as may be detected, 
Which by the gas are much affected. 

Then there's the Zoological Garden, 
Wherein to get you give a card in ; 
And pay a shilling, which they state, is 
The way they admit the people gratis. 
There men and brutes stand cheek by jowl, sirs, 
And there a bear runs up a pole, sirs ; 
And there they suckle zebra-donkey.s 
And educate poll parrots and monkeys. 

Ob, once we all could walk in clover. 

By cabs we were not then run over, 

And the only block that they allow did. 

Was on Lord Mayor's day, when the streets were 

crowded ; 
London now can't be detected 
For the railway bridges they've erected. 
But if I sing of all things clever, 
I think my song would last for ever. 
So I'll give over, for I'm bo veiii^ — 
Oh, I wonder what they'U try V.o ^o \:^«sX.\ 
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THE BASHFUL MAN. 

W. Ball.] IMiuie by W. O. Ctoom. 

Of all the various ills by which poor fellows are op* 

prest, 
Ah 1 those which spring from bashfulness out-balanoe 

all the rest ; 
A thousand joys which others snatch, I pass unheeded 

by, 

Because — because I have the sad mishap to be so 
very shy. 
I am, I am, I am so very shy. 



I've oft predicted what would come of our mit- 

govern' d school. 
Where boys are forced to dance with boys, each look* 

ing like a fool ; 
They might have led their sisters in, at least upon the 

sly, 

And then — and then I should have seen the sex, and 
not been quite so shy. 
Oh, me 1 oh dear ! I am so very shy. 

Whene'er I'm in society, at soiree, rout, or dance, 
I slink into a corner, and contrive to sit munt'chaiKX; 
For if I'm asked to play or sing, while girls are stand* 

ing by, 
I've hardly — hardly novs to move or speak^ I am so 

very shy. 

I am, I am, I am so very shy. 

I scarcely e'er can hope to reach the happy married 

state, 
For when I get a little nerve, I fear 'twill be too late ; 
And if it be for me to pop the question, kneel, and 

sigh, 
Fm sure — oh ! no, I ne^et cau,\ ^\w^Q^«r| ^fioq, 
I am, I am, 1 am so nw^ ^Vj. 



THE COMIC VOCALIST. 103 

There's that Tom Smith, he*8 bandy-legged, and Jones 

has sandy hair ; 
There's Wilson stoops and Jackson squints, and dances 

like a bear ; 
Young Tibbs is like a half-split lath, and his nose is 

all awry, 
Yet they — yes, they get sweethearts — I get none, I 

am so very shy. 

I am, I am, I am so very shy. 

I'll make a vow to be more bold, but should I do so 

now, 
Though doom'd to die a hermit, I could never keep 

that vow ; 
And if I should — this epitaph shall meet eacli passer's 

eye— 
"Here lies — here lies John Dobbs, who died an old 

bachelor, 
Because he couldn't help it, he was (oh dear !) he was 

so very shy. 
He was, he was, he was so very shy." 



THE WONDERFUL WHALE. 

J, C. Datidson.] [^Mtisic bj J. MOKBO. 

About a great sea snake you've heard. 

In a rare astounding tale ; 
So now I'll tell you what occurr'd. 

With a monstrous South Sea whale. 
'Twas in the autumn of the year 

We left the river's mouth ; 
And with a spread of sail did steer 

Towards the chilly South. 

We reach'd our port then by degrees, 
And weather'd many a gale ; 

W^hpn. all a.f. nnp.A. nnr 0.a.tv\.aat\ «.«>«>5k 
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It crawl'd along like any snaily 

In a scorching sun at noon ; 
Until they sent into its tail, 

A jolly sharp harpoon. 

Bight inad with pain it quickly turned^ 

And flew at Eiarpoon Jack ; 
But he its malice coolly spumed, 

By striking at its back. 
It rushed on — wounded fore and aft, 

Determined none to spare ; 
Then put its tail beneath their craft, 

And threw 'em all in the air. 

By good luck Jack, with oar in hand. 

Soon got upon the boat ; * 
And there he trembling did stand. 

This sad reverse to note. 
The whale enraged then flew at Jack, 

(While he for aid did bawl) ; 
With gaping mouth, and in a crack. 

It swallowed him boat and all. 

Like Jonah in the whale's inside, 

Poor Jack was safely 8tow*d ; 
And when he came to himself, he cried, 

** Tm in it, now, I'm blow'd. 
But I'll not sink in sight of rocks, 

Sours add but to the gripe," 
So out he lugg'd his backy-box. 

And lighted up his pipe. 

As Jack his cloud blew in the dark. 

The smoke grew pretty thick ; 
The whale unused to such a lark. 

Soon turned uncommon sick. 
This brought a thought into ita scono«^ 

To force Jack from below ; 
But Jack wW d paa^odi \Va \a^M2gl ^»S» qnBLoe^ 

Held faat and crv^ " Wo \jor 
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The whale now grew so very ill. 

With pain it fairly sigh'd ; 
And though 'twas much against its will, 

Soon gave it up and died. 
Jack cut a bole then through its side. 

And quick put out his oar ; 
And having then a flowing tide. 

Safe rowed himself ashore. 

Now Jack when he the sands did reach. 

Ashore jump*d with a smile ; 
He drew the whale upon the beach, 

And his carcase sold for oil 
The truth our ship's ciew don*t deny, 

But tell it with a grin ; 
I only say, if it's all a U )^ 

We're nicely taken in. 



IS IS MY ELDEST DAUGHTER, SIR. 

;. BjLTLT.] IMutic by 8ib H. B. Bishop. 

This is my eldest daughter, sir. 

Her mother's only care ; 
You praise her fajce — Oh ! sir, she is 

As good as she is fair, 
l^fy angel Jane is clever too, 

Accomplishments I've taught her ; 
X'U introduce you to her, sir. 

This is my eldest daughter. 

Fve sought the aid of ornament, 

Bejewelling her curls ; 
Pve tried her beauty unadom'd. 

Simplicity and pearls : 
I*ve set her ofi^ to get her o^ 

Till fallen off I've thought her ; 
Yet I've softly breath'd to «M \.\i^>Q«;d!Qcav 

**TbiB is mj eldest duag^dXivs.* 
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IVc tried all styles of bairdressiug. 

Madonnas, frizzes, crops, 
Her waist I've lac'd, her back I've brae** 

Till circulation stops : 
Pve padded bar, until I bave 

Into a Venus brougbt bar, 
But puffing ber bas no efiFect, 

Tbis is my eldest daughter. 

Her gowns ara d la Ackermann, 

Her corsets d la Bell ; 
Tet when tbe season ends, eacb bean 

Still leaves his T. T. L. 
I patronize eacb dijeHniy 

Eacb party on the water ; 
Yet still she bangs upon my arm t 

Tbis is my eldest daughter. 

She did refuse a gentleman — 

(I own it was absurd), 
She thought she ottght to answer No / 

He took her at ber word ! 
But she'd say Tea if auy one 

That's eligible sought her ; 
She really is a charming girl, 

Thdugh she's my eldest daughter. 



THE CAEPENTER AND THE JUI 

CHi.BLE8 DiBDIN.] [Mutic by ] 

A CAKPENTEB, who for two gibbets long us'd 

Gould never his money obtain, 
Whan order'd to make a third gibbet, refused 

To work at the job, flat and plain. 
Tbe hangman and gaoler, both equally blamed 

That tbis banging was thus at a stand, 
X^aid the fault on tbe cMV«^\.«t, ^Vq, xVv^^ oxicl 
Had been ordered to do*\. oxj*. olViasA. 
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" Look you here," cried the carpenter : ''friends, 'tia 
no joke, — 

Two gibbets aheady I've made ; 
And to make you another I'll not strike a stroke, 

Till foe the first two I've been paid." 
He was brought 'fore the judge, while he shook in his 
shoes, 

Who cried, ** Fellow, 'tis by my command 
That this gibbet you make, — tiien no longer refuse, 

But do it at once out of hand." 

" My Lord," cried the carpenter, *"tis very true. 

On the hangman and gaoler's bare word. 
Since I had not been paid for the making of two, 

I swore that I'd not make a third ; 
But now 'tis a different thing, quite and clean ; — 

Had they made me at once understand 
That the gallows in point for your lordship had been^ 

Lord love ye I I'd done *t out of hand." 



THE BEAUTIFUL GIRL. 

J. Beulbb.] ITtine—" Ballinomori." 

I'm Patrick O'Flam, a great genius from Cork, 

I most things can do well, excepting hard work ; 

I can sing, dance, and fight, and sweet blarney I 

speak, 
Then my good-looking self a tight fortune will make. 
For I will go courting rich Norah, 
I'll throw myself down before her. 
And swear that I deeply adore her. 

She is such a beautiful girL 

I've plenty of rivals who afraid of my gen 'us, 
Endeavour to set me against the sweet Venus ; 
They say that her teeth are all false they're told^ 
What matter, says I, if they aia »el mt1^ gold.. 
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They say that her face with red wine is mu 

'r. Thdl not by herself, for she drinks nought bi 

And drinks it sometimes till the shamrock 1 

And why should she not ? — she's as ricK <u 

.n Then I will a 

Her chin's sure a long one, all gamish'd wit 
•• And whenever you kiss her they scratch 

i- thistles ; 

Her head a Dutch cheese is, her face a "DvlV 
Her ringlets are carrots — Och! no, they 
locks* So I'll away, < 

^ They say that her skin is the tint of the mu 

•\ Of oak, and of deal, and mahogany fixtures 

That her figure is squat, like an Airican gra 

\\. Och! that's nothing, when covered with i 

lacea. So I'll away. 



.ti 



■I 



at. 



-.'f 



y , Then as for her eyes, sure they look both as 

1= ' And the left one is brown, and the other is 1 

Her nose 13 an onion, o'erspread with carun( 

Och ! no, arn*t they jewels you know, calFd < 

So I will awa 

Her legs are in shape like a pothook and ha 
And in pattens walking, they make a rare c 
For one leg seems afraid that the other will 
Och ! but how sweetly that makes the brcu 
her pocket. So I will awa; 

They say she's a talker, a drunkard, and sec 
Hump-back'd, wry-mouthM, long-arra'd, 

and old ; 
That she hasn't one charm — but, och ! now i 
They never can say that she hasn't got mone 
Then I will away to sweet Norah, 
And tell her Ivow much I adore her; 
And so I will maxr-j «.v5fte\.^v>x^. 



THE COMIC VOCALIST. 1 

If her fortune were gone, "ihe would fill one wi 

spleen, 
For sure without that she's not fit to be seen ; 
Not fit to be seen — fortune gone — ^then, och f bother 
rd make a show of her and soon get another. 
''Walk up here now and see Norah, 
You ne'er saw the like before her !** 
Och 1 Pm determined to marry sweet Norah, 

She is such a beautiful girl. 



THE LEAENED MAN. 

^^\?h*r« b^^"'*'°} [2V«e-"The CnakoC. Nest.' 

Since the distant day I prattled a'er 
The horn-book and the battledore. 
What musty tomes Tve rattled o'er. 

Enough to fill a van f 
Then, if Fve volubility, 
I'U tell with what facility 
And wondrous agility 

I've studied, if I can. 
If of your views I any fit> 

I'll tell you in a trice 
How you'll derive great benefit 

By taking my advice. 
First shake off all timidity, 
Apply with due solidity, 
Eschewing every quiddity. 

To be a learned man. 

Commence with etymology, 

Go next to genealogy, 

Your head fill with chronology 

(Although it be a ban) : 
Then go next to ontology. 
And physico-theology. 
Observing strict phSolog^— 
If you would lead t\i© '^wv. 
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Mix up no lampooDery 

In aught you say or do, 
And let no vile buffoonery 
£*er emanate from you. 
If you touch on the majestical. 
Celestial, or terrestrial, 
Let it not be at a catachresticaly 
To be Ik learned man. 



If you*d display chirography. 
In any one's biography, 
liook ivell to geography, 

And times and dates well scan* 
Antediluvian history. 
Of mythology the mystery, 
Theogony consistory, 

To study be your plan ; 
And if past mediocrity 
In wisdom you would soar. 
Go on with all alacrity, 

And search for further lore. 
Then turn to botanology, 
Give a glance at mineralogy. 
And ditto ichthyology. 

To be a learned man. 

Learn alchemy by particle, 
Therapeutics every article, 
And phannacy catbarticul, 

Or emetical you can ; 
But there's yet a multiplicity 
Of etceteras: electricity. 
Computation with felicity, 

To come within your scan ! 
Architecture and ichnography. 

And dio\)lnca you will learn ; 
Fronv co8mogrA.\\\^ \o Vi^^stjt'i.^Vi'j 
And iaec\ik\\\avxv Vara. \ 
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Forms of government^ theocracy, 
And that one termed democracy. 
Not foigetting gynocracy. 
To be a learned man. 



If your turn is oratorical. 
Don't be too metaphorical. 
Nor deviously symbolical. 

But take the middle plaa ; 
And then, as you progressive be, 
Mind that you don't digressive be, 
But let your looks expressive be— 

Gro wrong you never can. 
Didactics, dialectics, 

And orthoepy you'll learn, 
Taking care that inconsistency 

And discougruity you spurn. 
Then let originality. 
Ideality, causality. 
Be blended with morality. 

To be a learned man. 



Then go next to asirography. 
But skipping adenography. 
Take lessons in stenography. 

And practice when you can ; 
Avoiding all tautology — 
Of no use is amphibology, 
But come bump on phrenology. 

And all its points well scan. 
And you must get anthology 

Implanted on your mind ; 
Astronomy, astrology, 

By you must be defined. 
And don't be egotistical, 
Nor subtle, nor sophistical^ 
Nor yet too meihoOi\a\icg\» 

To be a learned rcvaxiX 
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COinraEY COMMISSIONS. 

Dbab cousin, I write thii in luMte, 

To beg you will get for mamma 
A pot of best jessamine pastes 

And a pair of shoe-buckles for pa 
At Lowther Arcade ; then just pop 

Into Aldersgate- street for the prints ; 
And while you are there you can stop 

For a skein of white worsted at Flint's* 

Papa wants a new razor strop^ 

And mamma wants a Chinchilli muff; 
Little Bobby's in want of a top. 

And my aunt wants six-pen'orth of suuflEl 
Just call in St. MartinVle-Grand 

For some goggles for Mary (who squints) ; 
Get a pound of bees*-wax in the Strand, 

And the skein of white worsted at Flint's^ 

And while you are there you may stop 

For some souchong in Monument-yard ^ 
And while you are there you can pop 

Into Mary le bone for some lard. 
And while you are there you can call 

For some silk of the latest new tints 
At the mercer's, not far from Whitehall^ 

And remember the worsted at Flint's. 

And while you are there, 'twere as well 

If you call in Whitechapel, to see 
For the needles ; and then in Pall-mall, 

For some lavender water for me. 
And while you are there you can go 

To Wapp\r\g, to old Mr. Chint*s ; 
But all this you m«5 eaa^-j ^^ 

When you get V3a^ 'wVaJw n«otsJ«^ ^X.'S^caii^ 
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I send, in this parcel, from Bet, 

An old spelling-book to be bound, 
A cornelian brooch, to be set, 

And some razors of pa's to be ground. 
O dear, what a memory have 1 1 

Notwithstanding all Deborah's hints, 
I've forgotten to tell you to buy 

A skeiu of white worsted from Flint's. 



BOTHEEED FEOM HEAP TO TAIL. 

A w/^«^tf A«r. 1 S lVi««— " Oh dear, what 

AffOimcOOT.] I can the matter be ?•• 

At sixteen years old you could get little good of me ; 
Then I saw Norah — who soon understood of me 
I was in love — but myself, for the blood of me^ 

Could not tell what I did ail. 
'Twas dear ! dear ! what can the matter be t 
Och ! tare and ^ouns ! what can the matter be 1 
Dear — dear 1 what can the matter be ? 

Bothered from head to tail. 

I went to oonfiBss me to Father O'Flanagan, 
Told him my case — made an end — then began again ; 
'* Father/' says I, /'make me soon my own man 
again. 

If you can find out what I ail." 

Dear ! dear t what can, &c. 

Soon I fell sick, I did bellow and curse again, 
Norah took pity to see me at nurse again ; 
Gave me a kiss— och t sounds! that threw me worse 
again, 
WeU she knew what I did aU. 

But, dear ! dear ! what can, &c. 

'Tis now long ago since I left Upperary, 
How strange, growing older, our natures should vary I 
All symptoms are gone of my ancient quandary^ . 
I cannot tell now what 1 «ji. 

"Dear\ AeaxV' «».1^^'^^»^ 
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THE BBAW YICKLE WOOEB. 

Last May a braw wooer cam down the lang glen, 
And pair wi* bis love he did deave me ; 

J said there was iiaetbiDg I hated like men ! 
The deuce gae wi'm to believe rae, believe me, 
The deuce gae wi*m to believe me. 

He spak o' the darts o' my bonny black een. 
And vow'd for my love he was dyin' ; 

I said he might die when he liked for Jean, 
The Gude foigie me for lien ! for lien I 
The Gude forgie me for lien i 

A weel-8tock*d mailin, himsel for the laird. 
And marriage, aff-hand, were his proffers ; 

I never loot on that I ken*d it, or car'd. 
But thought I might hae waur offerS; waur offers, 
But thought I might hae waur offers. 

But what do ye think ? in a fortnight or less. 
The deil take his taste to gae near her ! 

He's up the lang loan to my black cousin Bess, 
Guess ye how, the jado^ I could bear her, could 

bear her. 
Guess ye how, the jade, I could bear her. 

But a' the neist week as I fretted wi' care, 

I gaed to the tryst o' Dalgarlock, 
And wha but niy iine fickle wooer was there, 

Wha glowr'd as he*d seen a warlock, a warlock, 

W'ha glowr'd as he*d seen a warlock. 

But ower my left shoulder T gae him a blink, 

Lest neebors might say I was saucy ; 
My wooer he caper'd as he*d been in drink, 

And vowM I was Yi\a Aewr W-ax^, ^«w Vmnma^ 

And vowM I WRsliie i\tivv\v.v^.vi. 
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I 8pier*d ior ray cousin, fu' oouthy and sweet, 

Gin she had recover'd her hearin. 
And how my auldshoon fitted her shachl't feet, 

Gude Lord ! how he fell a swearin, a swearin, 

Gude Lord 1 how he fell a swearin. 

He begged, for Gudesake 1 I wad be his wife^ 

Or else I wad kill him wi' sorrow ; 
So just to preserve the poor body in life, 

I think I maun wed him to-morrow, to-morrow, 

I think I maun wed him to-morrow. 



THE QUEEE LITTLE MAN. 

A V£BY little man, very '' how came you so/' 

* Went home on a dingy night ; 

It was past twelve o*clock, he'd a long way to go. 
And he walk'd like a crab, left and right. 

At the corner of a lane, quite a lonely retreat. 

He saw something tall and as white as a sheet ; 
He shook and he shivered. 
His teeth chattered, and lips quivered, 

And with fear, as well as fuddling, he stagger'd to 
and fro, 

This queer little man who'd a great way to go. 

This queer little man then fell on his knees. 

With fright you'll suppose half dead : 
And as on it he looked it o'ertopped the trees. 

And had two saucer eyea in its head. 
When a very deathlike voice said in very drear 

tone, 
".With me you must go^ for your grave's nearly 
done," 
He shook and he shivered. 
His teeth chattered, and lips quivered. 
When he cried, " O, good hobgoblin, I pray ^<s»' 

mercy show 
A queer little man wWa a ct^aX viws N» ^*^-^ 
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TLc qaeer little man, he fell flat as a flail, 

A great explosion heard he ; 
And jumped up in a crack, for a cracker at hSfl tall 

Set him capering just like a parched pea. 
Prom around the goblin's head burst flome long 

streams of fire. 
And the cracker once spent left him BprawBi^^ in 
the mire. 
Some wags (*twa8 a whacker), 
Thus with turnip, squib, and cracker. 
Cured through fear of idl his fuddling, oompleiely 

you must know. 
This queer little man who*d a long way to go. 



MY CONCEET'S A CHOBUS OF DOGS 

AND A GUN. 

EvBBT mortal some favourite pleasure pursues. 
Some with cash run for play and some for the news ; 
At an actor's queer phiz others thunder applause^ 
And some triflers delight to hear musical noise ; 
But such idle amusements I carefully shun. 
And my pleasures confine to my dogs and my gan. 

Soon as Phoebus has finished his summer's career. 
And his maturing aid blest the husbandman's care^ 
When Roger and Sue have enjoyed harvest^hooi^ 
And, their labour being o'er, are at leisure to roam, 
From the noise of the town and its follies I run. 
And I range o'er the fields with my dog and my 
gun. 

When my pointers around me do cheerfully stand. 
And none dares to stir but the dog I command. 
When the covey he springs, and I bring down my 

bird, 
I've A pleasure no paBtiine besides can afiford ; 
No pastime or pleasure tVia^a \m^«i >iJaft waav 
equal to mine with m^ doga wi^ioi ««»• 
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WheD tlie oovtrf Fve lliinned to tha voaiIb I repMr, 
And I brush tiirongh tbickets devoid of all fsu*: 
There I exsroiw fn<«1y m; levslliDg ■kill. 
Anil with woodooclu Mid pbetiwnta my big ofUn 



it at hand ; 
'When a woodoock ihey flush, or a pheasant thej 

With heart-oheering notei how the; make the,wood5 



When at night we chat over the nports ol the day. 
And spread u'er the l*bte my coniguered spoils lay. 
Then I think of m; friends, and to each send apul, 
For my friends to oblige ia the pride of my heart ; 
Thai, the vices of town aod it« follies I sfanu. 
And my pleasures oonGne to my dogs and toy gim, 

"HOW NOT TO DO IT!" 

JaUM Bruiob.] [IVm— "Htrt^Bsoon." 

Bob Finch was a timid faraier I 

And one day he wnr gwain 
From Bogmoor down to Pigsmanh, 

Right over Wildbriar-laDB I 
Agaiost his Bwaetheart Nelly 

He very near did rub ; 
She'd a live pig One arm under, 

And nnder t'other a tub 1 
She'djnst pasa'dby Bob, vban she 

Squaird out wi' might and main J 
Andanid, " Yon aUaU uiA 'Ltn mA^ 

Said Bob, " 1 wam't & p"™^^ 



118 THE COMIC VOCALIST. 

'• Why, Nell, how could I kiss 'ee f 

To do that it 'ud bother 1 
You've a tub in one arm, arn't 'ee. 

And a porker under t'other V 

"The pig the tub 'ud stand under 1" 
Cried Nell ; and she loud did yelp it^ 

"And if you should kiss me then, ^l^ 
You see I couldn't help it !" 



THE VINE. 

While others delight of those heroes to boast. 

Whose blood-dripping laurels were purchas'd by 
steel, 
Be it ours, my gay comrades, that hero to toaat^ 

Who gave us the transports this moment we feeL 
To him let our voices in unison rise. 

To him let our hearts in one sentiment join ; 
Let us drink till his blessing has seal'd up our eye^ 
To the man, the dear man, who first planted the 
vine. 

Let us drink, &c. 

When Bacchus first drank of the care-killing bowl. 

Fair Venus with smiles bade him carefully sip^ 
When delirium unspeakable thrilling his soul. 

He press'd her soft bosom, and f^ on her lip. 
Mars fresh courage gain'd as the nectar he tried, 

Apollo, half -drunk, sang his lyrics divine ; 
While the graces and muses in ecstacy cried. 

All hail to the god who has found out the vine. 

While the graces, &c. 

What mortal from Heaven the grape- stone convey 'd. 
No tongue that is mortal is destin'd to tell ; 
Enough for us drinkera ike eaaai':} Nc«&icv^d«« 
And iiappy are "W© Vt Buoc««dfidL «o "«^\\\ 
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For wiUi it, it« primidve qmilitia cftMe, 

And inortalit; leant'd with new lustre to shine ; 

Tonth malted in love, wuriois panted Tor fame. 
And bards hymo'd the man wbo Grit planted the 

Youth melted In love, &o. 
Bound this jovial board, while thus happy we sit. 

What heart but eipaods with the love of mankind I 
Cow readily Sow the efiuaiona of wit. 

What tnotives to ener^ nwh on the roind t 
Then why should we ever from drinking refi^n I 

Let dotards and foola at oat rereU repine. 
But deeper, still deeper, our goblats we'll drain, 

Three cheers to the man who first planted the vine. 
But deeper, be, 

THE DOOMED DOG DEALER. 

Writtes bj FsiBi W. GaiiE.] [Uwia bj J. E. Boi. 

CoUE linten to this doleful tale, in doggeiel Tbjms Itell, 
Of MoUj, a laundreaa, who " did love not wiBsly but 

too well;" 
Her lover's name was Joseph, and they afttimei nsad 

to meet 
Where he was selling little dogti in Bond and Begen^ 
street. 

Crying, " Wont yon buy a little dog — 

I've black, and white, nnd grey ) 
Or a poodle by your aide to jog, 
Conie buy a little dog to-day." 
Now Molly had a drying-ground at Hollo way close by. 
And when the lawn waa wet she'd hang the clotbe* in 

her laundry ; 
She'd strain her neck to look far Joe a coming np the 
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He loved her so he'd never go till twelve o'do^ 

night, 
And though the evemng might be dark his heart i 

very Tight ; 
One night he met a pressgan^, and they took him 

to sea, 
Without 80 much as saying, '* Wont you gang a^ 

wi* me r 

Whilst he sang, *' Oh, wont you buy,'* < 

Of course poor Molly thought him false, and gone 

foreign lands : 
She left off wringing linen, and began to wring '. 

bauds ; 
*'0h, Joe ! young Joef* poor Molly cried, till i 

was out of breath, 
Tlien jumped into the copper, and she biled herseli 

death. 

And as she simmor'd she sang, '* Oh, w 
you buy," &c. 

A cannon-ball cut Joseph short of both his handso 

pegP, 
Although a sober man somehow he couldn't keep 

legs; 
lie hobbled up to Holloway, to find bis Molly thei 
And when he reached her door he sang the old famil 

air — 

" Oh, wont you buy," &c. 

£ut when he heard the fatal news of how his Mc 

died. 
He gave a dreadful guggle, and would not be mc 

fied ; 
His wooden legs wore out with grief — he hanged hi 

self, 'tis said. 
And, being rather short of rope, he used these lii 

instead I 

*' Ob, wotil 'jou'ViXJi^ «^\\\>iXa ^^^V V^ 
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MOBAL. 

Don't stay out late at Holloway, 'tis foolish you'll 

confess. 
Beware of gangs, and those who use the freedom of 

the press ; 
Just visit Joe and Molly's tomb at Barking, if you've 

time, 
Their epitaph's by Poet Close, he's put it inta rhyme : 
It's in seventy- two cantos, and the first one com- 
mences — 

'* Wont you buy a little dog — 

I've black, and white, and gruy ? 
Or a poodle by your side to jog, 
Come buy a little dog to-day," 



O, LADY ! SING THAT SONG AGAIN ! 

JAMES BBUTOK.] {"^"Si^^tSnity^'*' 

O, LADY ! sing that song again. 

Fond memory it recalls ; 
And while you are upon the strain 

I will look out for squalls. 
I know you soon will quit the quay, 

And from the cliffs depart ; 
Soon reach, perhaps, the E, G, and C — 

Too well I know you'll start. 

O, lady I sing that song, k<u 

Ah ! lady, wheresoe'er you rove. 

May you in safety dwell ; 
A succour find in every cove, 

And every dashing swell. 
Britannia, she who rules the seas, 

May you wliile on the main, 
Her proud flag see float on the bi*eeze. 
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HOW TO TELL A STOBY. 

Over port^ pipe, or finaff-box, there's alwaji aome 

wight 
To tell yo a story at club every night, 
Wanting wit, at a pinch the box helps a bad joke^ 
Or deficient in fire, he supplies ye with smoke. 

Berry down, down, down, derry down. 

Since we're told to believe only half what we hear, 
Ev'ry tale we attempt should from fiction be clear. 
Probability carefully keeping in view ; 
Example, I'll tell a short story or two. 

Derry down, &c. 

Once a man advertised the metropolis round. 

He'd leap off the monument on to the g^und ; 

But when just half-way down, felt some nervona at- 
tack, 

Grew frighten' d, reflected, tum'd round, and jump'd 
back. Deny down, &c 

A boatswain, who ne'er had seen Punch or his wife^ 
To a puppet'Rhow went, the first lime in his life ; 
Laugh'd and wondered at ev'ry odd trick and grimace, 
When a barrel of gunpowder blew up the place. 

Derry down, &c. 

Spectators and puppets were here and there thrown; 
When Jack on a tree who had safely been blown. 
Took a quid, blew his whistle^ and, not at all vext, 
Cried, " Shiver me ! what will this fellow do next f 

Derry down, &o. 

A bluff grenadier, under great Marshal Saxe^ 
Had his head cut clean off by a Lochaber axe ; 
JBut bia comrade replac'd it ao nice ere it fell. 
That a handkerchief tiedrovm^LVv^ xi^^ xsi^<^ «U. vreC 
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JT his memory was short and his nedc verj long, 
.ich he*d bow Uftis and thus, when he heard a 
good song ; 

1 one night beating time to the tale I tell you, 
gave suoh a nod ^t away his head flew. 

Deny down, &c. 

>a1d tell other stories, but here mean iD^rtrt, 
what you have heard may have time to digest ; 
ides, ere my narrative verse I pursue, 
ust find some more subjects all equally true. 

Derry down, &c. 



A NEW CLUB SONG. 

AXD DsAPSB.] lAir—** Betqr Baker." 

• Come ! all around the table stand, 

Your joyous bumpers fill, boys; 
And each one take his neighbour's hand 

With grasp of right goodwill, boys. 
And as the cheerful glass goes round 

Let mirth and jest come after. 
Until the very walls resound 

Our merry peals of laughter. 

CHOBUS. 

Sing ha ! ha ! ha ! and ho ! ho t ho ! 

With hearts as light as feather. 
Away with thoughts of care and woe^ 

When thus we meet together. 

Though some the changeful hand of Fate 

May from us force to part, boys, 
May no exchange of place or state 

E'er chill the social heart, boys ; 
But may our friendship still be strong. 

Whatever else betide us. 
Nor cold neglect, nor slander's tongue. 

Nor envy's arts divide \)a. 

Sing ha I lia.\ \a.\ wi^>aa\ V^\\^^\^5^ 



124 . THE ^OHIC VOCALIST. 

When age^iomes on with heavy hand. 

And fast life's span doth clwindle, 
Seine scene like this, of former bliss. 

The memory may kindle. 
To yoanger friends, who gaily throng 

With happy smiles before as, 
Wf'U pip® once more the ancient song 
Ami swell the ancient chorus, 
. Of ha ! ha ! ha ! and ho ! bo ! ho 
With hearts as light as feather. 
As in the old time long ago. 
When first we met together. 



" THAT'S TELLINGS I" 

J.MxsB».roK.] {^treQ;iJ:S^^S 

Thebe is a oonnty I know well, 

Which I've been long away from ; 
And in that county is a town 

Which I not long will stay from ; 
And in that town there is a lane, 

Where vows I've breathed impassion'd \ 
And in that lane there is a house 

AlS fair as e*er was fashion'd ! 
I know you'd know all I know of 

A place with such excellings ; 
But then you'd be as wise as I — 

And 80 — ^and — so — ^that's tellings. 

Well, in that house there is a form 

Of beauty past believing ; 
And in that form there is a breast, 

Like gentle billow heaving ; 
And in that breast there is a heart. 

Whose true faith nothing turneth ; 
And in that heart lYieT^ \a a^ love, 

Whose fire for ever \j\«TveN>a.\ 

1 kao-w '^qxjl^Vxvwr^ 
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M^tbin thnt bouae there is > Toom — 

A mom BD clean and u,iSy ; 
And in iLnt room tbers U & box — 

A box oil trim and hondy 1 
And in tbaC box there is a ilraw'r. 

And in (hut dmw'r a, pitper ; 
Anil in that paper <■ » ring 

For some one'a finger taper ! 

I know joa'd know, lie. 



ALL FKIENDS BOUND THE WEEKIN I 

A taog to foUoir the well kiwwn Bhropehin tout git«A 
*t mtij Silopiui baoqaet. 

Fill the goblet, and buid it in bannonjr round, 
With a bumper this toast must be cheeifullycrown'd} 
All friends that encompass the Wrekin I give, 
And in peace, joy, and loie ma; they happily live. 
"All friends round the Wrekin" — from where tha 

first break 
Jf the morning appeara to tbe last rosy streak 
rbat tinges huge Berwyn's dark mounbtin with red, 
\.B the sua sinks behind, and night's vaponn are 

'All friends round the Wrekin" — by Severn's swill 



By Salopia's spires, and by Hawkstone's dark cave, 
3y LilleshaD's fair abbey, by Aqoalate Here, 
I'o tbe crags of the Peak, lonely, distant, and drear. 
'All friends round the Wrekin," uphill and down 
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*' All friends *' — from the Bladder Stone*8* orerioe M 

drear 
To the valley where Baildwas* fur ruins appear ; 
Or where Uriconium's trencheR and walls 
The legions and sway of the Roman recalls. 

'*A11 friends round the Wrekin*' — ^from Cannock's 

bleak chase 
To the winding canals that Tong Castle embrace ; 
Frum Hampton's tall towV, and Dudley's black throne, 
To the Lickey, and Malvern's conspicuous zone. 

Ay, and still let the hand of warm friendship extend 
All round the horizon, and with the sky blend— 
O'er the Briedden, where Salop no longer prevails. 
But kind fellowship calls to the blue crags of Wales, 

So ''all friends" are recall'd, as the unwearied sight 
I loves from Bridgnorth to Wenlock's Silurian height ; 
Or from Stretton's sharp rocks on to Boscobel bends. 
Still " all round the Wrekin " proud Salop claims 
"friends." 

** All friends," then, from Clee thron'd in majesty high| 
To the Sugar Loaf lost in the far distant sky ; 
AVhether living in city, or hill, or in vale, 
If ye live ** round the Wrekin" — friends, comrades 
all hail ! 

Success to your wishes, success to your love^ 

And may happiness greet you wherever you rove ; 

Fill the goblet again, as our feast we prolong, 

*' All friends round the Wrekin 1" shall still be our song. 

* The Bladder Stone is a black mass of igneous rock near the 

snmmit of the Wrekin, in which is a sinnnlar narrow chaam 

through which visitors are directed to soueeze themselve^ which 

is the remnant of an old superstition, for the rock waa devoted 

in lieathen times to the worship of the Scandinavian Balder, to 

well kDown in the storlea oi ivotthem mythology. The gnat 

whaie-like back of the 8hxo^*)Q:vt«^t«toa^w\aa* fine feature 

in the northern horizon Iromttift ^tjl's^wuXii^ar-e^wi. ^ >JMJbe 

north-western base. 



THE come TOCtUST. 13] 

CALF'S LIVER. 

UWB Com J [IViw--" A Bonpra tX Tsriing. ' 

Ubb. GBiaa hftd bar braakfititJDit ended. 

The taa-things were clearing away. 
When hflr buabuid aabed what she lateoded 

To get for hiB dinner that day. 
BSiyi h!B wife, who nt cookiD(r was clever, 

" You'll havs aomething nice, aever fenr ; 
What d'je aay to a piece of caJfa liver 

Fried up wilt 'some bacon, my dear !" 

The maid soon returned with the liver, 

At which Ura. O., aa ihe peeps. 
Says, "The butcher has tried to doceiTc her, 

Tib not a eairs liver, but abeap'B. 
Calves' liver ia alvraya aold aheRper, 

The butcher at me ehaU not laugh, 
I've been twenty jeara a houHelceeper, 

And I do know a sheep from a calf." 

Her feeling! aha icarcel.v could hold 'em. 



He had treated her Bcandnl-an*-ly. 
" I eent my maid here to endeavour 

To get Borae calves' Uver for ub. 
D'ye mean to call that a calfs liver!" 

"Why, yes," lays the butcher, "Idoes." 

They now bad a loud alteroadon. 
At a butcher's 'twas very unmeet. 

She gave him a jolly jawbation, 
Then summoned him up to Bow-Btreet. 

Her case to the justice she stated. 

She sud 'tnould have angered a suot. 
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'* Tbat your worship may judge of the fitness^" 

Said she, "of this liver so red. 
As I could not bring up any witness, 

I've broufifht up my liver instead." 
So far from the trqth she kept veering. 

The butcher with wonder was stru^ 
And sick of the lies he was hearing. 

He out with his heart and his pluck. 

Says the butcher, ** Your worship may laugh, sir, 

Bui justice I'm sure you will grant, 
That's the heart and the pluck of the oal^ ur, 

I defy her to say that it ain't. 
That liver that she has brought hither. 

Came off from that pluck, ev'ry bit ; 
Put my pluck and her liver togeuier. 

You'll find that they easily fit." 

Says his worship, ''You've done all yon caii| 
ma'am. 

With the butcher we can*t interfere ; 
He's a highly respectable man, ma'am. 

And his liver has no business here." 
Says the lady, ** It quite a disgrace is^ 

I'll try to get justice elsewhere, 
ITor I'm told that all livery cases 

Should be taken before the Lord MaycrP 



O, LET HEE SEEK MY GEAVE TO 

GEIE VE I 

Jahbs Bbutoit.] [A new style of metre for MusiA 

O, LET her seek my grave to grieve, 

When twilight earth shall cover. 
For near me, at the hush of eve^ 

I'd have her ever hover t 
But as I'm hale and heany yet, 

And stamina aeems stronger, 
O, dry that dear on^'a c^«a,itfa\8^ 

Her Zonjfwor liagcr loi*^ I 
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Bui 1, alas t to her am naaghi^ 

My fate than all is rougher I 
How can she gee, with careleBS thon^i^ 

A cipher to far tufferf 
Ah ! when my clay the green grave wn^i. 

Perchance she'll grief diaoover ; 
Express a wish, too late, periiapii 

To leave ci-live a lover I 



MAIDS AND BACHELOES. 

;babi.sb DiBDiir.] {Muaio by DnBXV. 

Yb maids and ye bachelors, come in a ring— 

My ditty to you I'm addressing ; 
Arrah 1 join me in rapturous chorus, and sing 

That ufe you have found such a blessing : 
Of wedlock, my soul, to keep out of the snares^ 

Oh, ye devils, you're getting a treasure ; 
For since staying single gets rid of the cares. 

Never seem to be minding the pleasure : 
Then far from your bosoms may sorrow be hurl'd t 

What though in your views you've miscanied I— 
A single life's the best life in t^e world. 

When the people wont let you get married* 

How chaiming, in search of delight while you roam. 

On others' delight to be pond'ring ; 
For you've pleasure enough, and are always at 
home. 

Except that you're wretched and wand'ring : 
Then you know there's no envy nor malice that 
lurks 

To give your kind neighbours a handle ; 
Maids and bachelors always the devil and his 
works 

May defy to accuse them of scandal : 
Then far from your pillows may sorrow be huri'd { 

For though in your views you've miBcaxnad^ 
A Bing]e }ife*B tlie best life in t\ie "^otVdi, 

When the people wont let "jf o\x ft"aV TD»aT«^ 
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There*8 a bachelor — ^ax him to whisper aloud 

With the Utdies sure what was the matter : 
This was poor, that was ugly, conceited, and proud ; 

And for toother, he could not come at her. 
And then he'll be talking of foxes and grapes, 

And then of the devil and the water ; 
Fait ! each oflbpring of Adam his grandsire apes, 

And each woman's her grandmother's daughter : 
Well, then, far from your pillows may sorrow be 
hurrd ; 

What though in your views you've miscarried ?— > 
■ A single life's the best life in the world. 

When it is not your fate to get married. 

Ye maidens, with you, fait ! 1*11 never dispute— 

I know that our sex are undvil ; 
That each man's an ape, and a bear, and a brute. 

And into the bargain a devil : 
And tliat being the case, my advice is to you, 

With hopes and with fears while jpn tingle. 
If you've tried to be married, and find it wont do, 

Sure, had not ye better live single ? 
Arrah ! far from your pillows may sorrow be hurl'd ; 

Never mind that your views have miscarried ; — 
A single life's the best life in the world. 

If they'd only just let you get married. 

Then don't be attempting your reasons to bring, 

In this case to prove me a ninny ; 
Fait and troth ! now, a shilling's a very good thin 

When a jontleman can't get a guinea. 
And just on this principle I ground my song, 

As a tribute to Venus's myrtle : 
A hungry alderman, fait ! wont be wrong 

To eat steaks when he cannot get turtle. 
Then far from your pillows may sorrow be hurl' 

Even though in your views you've miscarriec 
A single life's the best life in the world, 

If you'll only except \>e\n^ m^iXtled. 
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WE MET. 

▲ FABOBT. 
» Butmb.] ITun^** We Met." 

Wb met, 'twas in a crowds 

And I knew he would dun me ; 
fie came, I scarcely breathed, 

For his gaze was upon me. 
He spoke, his words were bold ; 

And his look was a halter ; 
You will guess what I felt. 

If youVe been a defaulter. 

I wore the very clothes 

With which he supplied me : 
Green specs were on his nose, 

How I blusb'd as they eyed me t 
He caird me many a name, 

And went on like a railer ; 
Till I said— what's the use 

Of such language, my tailor ? 

And once again we met, 

And a dark man was near him ; 
He wink'd and whisper'd low, 

I began then to fear him. 
He tapped me on the arm, 

It was once and once only ; 
I crept within myself, and felt 

Mean and unmanly. 

While he, by my side^ 

To a prison went gaily — 
I movec^ but too sure, 

With a heartless bum-bailey ; — 
Who left me in the claws 

Of an unfeeling jailer ; 
And thou wert the cause 

Of it all, oh, my tailor I 
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We met once again 

In the Court of InRoWents ; 
And I tried to explain 

My receipts and involvements. 
He opposed my discharge, 

And so fully expanded 
My fame, that he got 

Me for six weeks remanded, 

I wept out of spite^ 

TV hen no eye was upon me. 
To think that the wight 

Ot a tailor had done me. 
E'en now, how depressed 

All ray feelings and pride are ; 
And thou art the cause 

Of my anguish, thou tekneiderf 



CHAPTER OF MISSES. 

TsOXlB HTmsoir.] IThms—" Nothing at aU." 

The morning was misty, 1 made myself gay. 
And wander d abroad till I quite missed my way; 
I look*d at the Misses, and love was a heartner, 
I wanted to ^t^ on a Miss for a partner. 
I said, lest I miss now — I feel my heart quake, 
And can I take Miss now without a mmtake ; 
For wedlock, folks say, is a state full of bliss. 
And IM go a good miUf could I meet a good Miss, 

But fate rules our hits, and whatever must be — must^ 
I made up my mind I would not have Miss Trust ; 
Through many streets then I had a long dance, 
!Z>embling for fear I should meet with Miss Chance, 
Along with Miss Qvoing I walk'd straight a-head. 
And by one Miss Gtw^iug ^\^\ %<6fc if ws Led ; 
But wedlock, folks Bay,\%«b«^»*»^>s^^^'^^«»> 
And rd go a good mile, <io\JX^\Tft»^^^«*^'»>^ 



THE COMIC VOCAXIST. 183 

Love I did Miss Place, and soon I could feel, 
That with my soft heart I bad made a Miss Deal ; 
Then MUs Calculation my conscience kept nudging. 
And aaid 'twas entirely the fault of Mit8 Judyii^g, 
Blinded by love, I could not see Mits Chiefs 
And foolishly would not turn to Mitt Belief; 
Tot wedlock, folks say, is a state full of bliss, 
And I'd go a good mile, could I meet a good Miss, 

Mii$ Undentanding declared 'twas a shame, 
Miu Ride spoke up too, and join'd by MiiM Claim, 
That I was Miu Taken — my fancy a roamer. 
It only arose from Miaa Name and Miss Nomer. 
But miss Douht declared that my love I did hatch. 
If I had lost my heart it was through a Miss Match ; 
But wedlock, folks say, is a state fidl of bliss, 
And rd go a good mt2f, could I meet a good Miss* 

Vex'd by these Misses — I left one and all, 

VoUowed I was by Missive and Miss Call; 

Bat fair Miss Conception so blinded my eyes, 

I laugh'd at Miss lAke, and Miss Think, and Miss 

By any Miss I had no wish to be bit, 

A man, unless careful, may get a Miss Fit ; 

Yet wedlock, folks say, is a state full of bliss. 

And I*d walk a good mile, could I meet a good Mi*i» 

Wiihont Miss Report, whate*er Miss sets her cap, 
I hope I shall always steer clear of Miss Hap ; 
Ont Aoar to Miss Spend, but leads to Miss Apply, 
And Miss Reckoning walks the road to Miss Ery ; 
And MisM Conduct takes a man surely to ruin, 
AH thro' Miss Deeds and Miss Do, and Miss Doing; 
But wedlock, folks say, is a state full of bliss. 
And Pd walk a good mUe, to meet a good Miss, 

In all I have suns there is no M4ss Relation, 
I even have steerM clear of Miss Calcul4ition / 
I must a Miss Take-^not Miss Join, I confess. 
She must be a tnte wife, and not a MtM Trea&. 
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As single, I'm wretched, and so T must marry, 
*Twill be thio' Miit Fortune, if I should Miss Carry i 
For wedlock, folks say, is a state full of bliss. 
And I'd walk a good miUf could I meet a good Miss. 



THE BEADEUS OF NEWSPAPEES. 

Thouxs Hudsok.] [2Viii*— ** Oh, what a Day P 

Oh, what a thing it is that ev*ry man can read tbe 

news ! 
And by the papers trace the progress, rise and fall; 
Old Father Time, so kind, does regularly breed the 

news, 
Suitable to M and young, and great and small ; 
Each part intended is to women or to men tickle ; 
Ev'ry one looks out for something identical, 
Hopes after novelty, eye-sight cerlain ratifying, 
LIciital Hungry maw stuffing, gormandizing, gratiff* 

ing. Ob, what, &o. 

Each other's taste folks don't care a button for : 
The soldier looks for battles lost and won ; 

Butcher the Smithfield price beef and mutton for, 
(Sinking the offal), at so much per stone ; 

Men of fashion, beau monde, elegance and graces ; 

Advertisements are read by servants wanting placcf 

•Solid reading sought by thinking folks sedentary ; 

Politicians pleased with reports parliamentary. 

Oh, what, &c 

Black legs look to the betting at Tattersal 
Hedging their bets by this gainst that — 

Which horse wins ? — the first or the latter shall; 
Tallow-chandlers look to the price of fat ; 

Fundholders see to the price of the four per centf 

Consols reduced, very muoh lower per cent's ; 

Lovers of poetry search for the metrical ; 

Actors to criticism — praise or blame theatrical. 

<.»U, what, 
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HMuben of Parliament read their own ipaaohei ; 
LftwyaTB tha Queen's Bench Report! ^ titro* ; 
Pi>lioe Iteporta » good leeaon teaobes ; 

Jfuuion-hooie, Guildball, and Bow-atreet, too ; 
Kdcpoeketa look for a certiain part, daily, 
Tho'i to be tried next at the Old Bailey ; 
Watoh for tin leotencsa of Judge on harangiung 

day. 
And who's to suffer on tha next-oomioK hanging 
day. Oh, what, &o. 

Yonng maida loob to the list of the marryings, 
Breaches of promiae, not one line miss'd ; 

Undertakers to deaths and burjings, 

lU-Datured tradesmen to tbe bankrupts' list ; 

Dooton, effects of preacriptiona and potions ; 

Half-pay offioers, the list of promotioni ; 

Pogilists, piize-figbts and bull-baits, vandalizing; 

All old' muds to table-talk And Bcandaliziog. 

Oh, what, &c 

DOING TENICE. 

p; a Tooriit afflicted willi HDirajmsnlL) 
l.A. BnaiT.] [^>r— " The Tuiuitelli.- 

f LOATIHG' in gondolas, laughing and joking there, 

Iiounging at ease in a snug little bark, 
At Florian'a oaf^ 'midst cbaJBog and smoking there. 

Then the RIalto and Square of Saint Mark. 
Shylock and Portia — in short, the whole pack of 'em — 

Readers of Shakespeare can never forget, 
White-coated Austriao soldiers (no lack of 'em), 

Fictuied by Titian and old Tintoret. 
Uusioiaos in plenty play ' ■ Ecco nidrn^'' 

Or *■ Com' i gentU " on tbeir twanmng guitars : 
While Eirls verv lovelv. anil nT^Mu'in '&S.-C ' 
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.dreds of thirsty mnsquitoes are bitiDg one 
!]'ought so refreshing as iced lemonade !) — 
sic and mirth eveiy moment inviting one~- 
iure in this paradise pleasure's a timde. 
1 that the cockney can dream of or hear about 
Crowds on the sight in this beautiful land — 
uaint water-streets that you carefully steer about^ 
Bridges and churches and palaces grand, * 
jinging and thrumming, and piping and drumming^ 

In '* Bella Venezia" from morning till night. 
So just buy a Murray, and start in a hurry. 
You'll find my description is perfectly right. 



VALENTINE'S TRAIN. 

Chables DiBDur.3 [Musio by DiBsnr* 

Says the parson of the parish, all rosy his giUiB^ 
*' To increase and to multiply Scripture Aillls : 
I shall take this young damsel to have and to bold- 
She's the loveliest lambkin in all my whole fold ; 
With htr fortune and interest once added to mine, 
I shall soon be a bishop— K>h, rapture divine ! 
Of my lordly induction I long for the day, 
While the organ an anthem so sweetly shall play.' 



>» 



Says the lord of the manor, "No poaching, d'ye 

hear I 
For my own proper sport I have tumM out this 

deer; 
I shall dodge her and watch her from woodland to 

field, 
Till, panting and tired, to my mercy she yield ; 
When once she^s run down, leave you all in the 

lurch, 
i.nd ia splendid procesBion ap^ax at the church, 
j&eAounds and the horses 111 OT^etEO^-^, ^ 

^hile the mellow-toned hotu lYi« \«nN:v?l ^taJX'^^Kl, 



.^ 



Hdt DSD pout tk fine, Urg«, aod long pedicrse, 
'Where bar ■□oealeni crew like the pODghs on > tree : 
Hur to pleaaant Glaniargan will cany bar prids. 
And hur'll skip like the coats, and tbe keffels peside ; 
And har'll eing, and moreover hur'U tdnce through tbe 

While the harpa and the duloitners Bweotly ahall play." 

Cries the raptnron* lover, " 60, quickly resign 
CherdiB celestial like hers, to a paaeian like mine ; 
He for beautj and Bweetness alone bm desert, 
Who riohea deapisee, and seeks heart for iieart: 
Were my love stripp'd of fortune, deserted, nDknown, 
In onr cottage's threriiold I'd fancy a throne ; 
With tenderness mntual begniling the dny, 
While the liv'let in murmurs so sweetly should play." 



i'Onld yield tc 
Her alarms ute all turtle, and ven%an, finil nine ; 
Then say grace, my good Domtne, that I may dine." 
Says a warrior, " I love the dear creature, oh far 
More than death, or the noble destruction of w 



what a viot'ry to carry tiie day, 

loudly si 



While the driuns and the trumpets 

"Sure as deatb," cried Uie doctor, "her poise I shall 

feel;" 
"Tome," cried the hwyer, "she'll sign and she'll 

Cried tbe gamester, 'I'll win her, or else I'm un- 

"She'll be mine," cried the e^v*KniMi,"s» »■»*''»■■'■ 
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Fhe soil is all so wondrous rich, 'twould bo a shame 

to grumble, 
Por if you fall into a ditch you on a gold bod tumble ; 
^d all that bed is yours, I*m told, if youVe an axe 

to split it) 
3ut here we often <ix for gold, and very seldom get it. 

CheyVe gold all right for bills at sight in every pay 

appointment, 
i*or gold-dust flies in people's eyes, and turns to 

golden ointment ; 
Sven great grandees, they say, the proudest and the 

oldest, 
^on^t think it infra dig, if they get in for a dig of 

gold-dust. 

Teedful comforts none can buy, tho' overstocked with 

shiners, 
?hey*ve no old tradesmen there — for why 1 The major 

part are miners ; 
I'hey're daily robbed, and bullied, too, while all their 

friends look coolly on, 
Lnd tho' they get but little gold they're sure to draw 

some buUy on I 

"hey've heaps of bullion, but no beef- -they're ill-sup- 
plied with rations, 

liey turn up many a golden wedge, but not much 
wedgetation I 

I'ood cannot be got, they say, by lower class or upper, 

Lnd tho' they grub up gold all day they can't get 
grub for supper. 

HOBAL. 

hope a moral this will bring each money-grubbing 

sappy, 
liat gold is not the only thing for making people 

happy; 
alifornia's laws are bad, distrust is round it hovering, 
Tith all their gold they never had, like us, a real 

good Sovereign 1 
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ENOUGH AS GOOD AS A FEAST. 

AvoBTKOVB.] [r«Ne— ** The Yioar and Moeei 

Ik the days of the reign. 
Of King Philip of Spain, 
When corpment monks ruled the roast ; 
The stoutest of all, 
Brother Francis of Gaul, 
In sherry the whole world would toast. 

Now, this Franciscan friar 

Had a wondrous desire 
To tipple the best he could find ; 

Reclined in his chair, 

Before daintiest fare, 
He cast all his cares to the wind. 

In the cellars so cold, 

Of the monastery old. 
The bright wine of Xerez was stored ; 

And the cellarer grey, 

Who tippled all day, 
At vespers melodiously snored. 

One cold winter s night, 

Francis bad a sad fright, 
As he dozed in his old oaken chcair ; 

The lights they burned blue — 

He*d had flagons twice two— 
And a gent with a tail came the banquet 
share. 

Jolly Francis the Friar, 

In dismay the most dire, 
Told his beads as fast as he might ; 

But the gent with the horns, 

He punish 'd his corns, 
AVhiie his hair stoiA ou end with affright. 

"Hal ha I YraiicVa, m^ \ioi > 
I am loth to anxio^, 
But no more oWa or ahexrj v« \xai^\ 
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Yod'ts BDJoy'd your lait glui. 

And your una mait now pua 
In tba kingdom of inlphur with me.* 

Roaj Fnocis dsolkrei 

He then eeiied hu few hun, 
And bfttter'd hi> noH on the floor ; 

Tha room fiiU of amoke. 

He felt fit to ohoke, 
Ab he Bhufflsd to grope for tha door. 

At the dawn of the mom, 

Tha abbot, sh&Tsn uid shoni, 
Fonnd Fmncis uleep on the floor ; 

Bat Francis denUrea 

He wu saving bis prajers 
When hJB houneu open'd tha door. 

But the cellarer gray. 

Who tippln all day, 
Wioks, and aaith 'tis fuatian outright J 

Francis fell on bia noae, 

When his sherry-warai'd toe* 
Befiued to preserve him npright. 

The moral we learn. 

Into rhyme I will turn — 
Quanfuni tuff, is as good aa a. feast ; 

One flagoo of wioa 

Is eaoDgb when you dine — 
Twice two made poor Fraocifl a beaat. 

LOl THE FACTOTDitt 

[«■«(. by B««iai.j 
Lo I the factotum of this gay place, 

I coma I La, la, la, la I 
When in my shop I exhibit my fac^ 
Allcomel lA,U,la,lal 
All aay I'm the dandy, olever and handj, 
PleM»nt»DdoBj,stillindoin3ii4WAi'a«fiu'^»^^''*^V 



I 
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Fortune on Figaro never can frown, 
All her care his deserts still to crown. 

La, la, &c. 
At work or at play, by night or by day. 
There's nothing amiss e'er can happen to me ; 
In city or place, more fit for the race 
Of wit and dexterity, never can be 1 

La, la, &c. 

My comb and my razor, my lancet they praise, 
And my scissors for trimming stray locks i 

grace ; 
My powder-puff blowing, perfumes about throwi 
With lather or curls I bedizen each face ! 
Then by my trade, sirs, I could give aid, sirs. 
And quick recover each sighing lover ! 

La, la, &c. 

All say I'm the dandy, clever and handy, 
Pleasant and gay, always in demand both night ; 
day— 

Every one calling me, 

Pulling and hauling me; 

Young lads and lasses, 

Doting old asses — 

Some wanting shaving. 

Or in love raving ! 

Quick come and dress me ! 

A billet doux, bless me ! 

Every one calling one, 

Pulling and hauling one ! 

Wanted by every one, 

Here and there forced to run — 

Some wanting shaving. 

Or in love raving ! Here, Figaro, I 

Ob, zounds ! what a bawling ! 

Confusion and calling ! 

Whilst sq\ia\V\i\^\ 
Ladies I dear ladies \ — oeviWew\e^, ]^^«? — 
To each in yo*r tutus r\^ftom^\X\\Tv%^ft»:5% 
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Figaro ! Fm here I 

Figaro 1 O, dearl 

Figaro here I Figaro there I 

Figaro what I Figaro where ! 

Figaro high I Figaro low 1 

Figaro come 1 Figaro go ! 
1%U8, like a shuttlecock, struck to and fro, 
Between lovers and customers, flying I go. 

Struck to and fro, flying I go. 

Ahj bravo Figaro, &c. 

O, what a fortunate fellow am I ! 
Night and day thus passes, 

In this busy place ; 
Shaviug gallants, pleasing lasses. 

Smoothing a heart or a face. 
Now my happy moments fly — 
0, what a fortunate fellow am 1 1 



TO BE SUEE. 

Thoxis Hvmov.] [IVtntf— *« Deny Down." 

Whin I wtir at whoam I wur in a sad plight, 
A doing o' summat fra' morning to night : 
I hoped such a life could not always endure, 
Therwornothin' but work, work, work, work, to besure. 

One morning it hap^d I wur making o* bay, 

I spied Mary Bosebud a coming that way : 

" Here, Balph !" she cried out, I quickly ran to her, 

** Help me over the stile ;" oh, says I, ** To be ewe.'* 

I lifted her over, and then felt all o'er, 
A sort of a somehow, I ne'er felt before ; 
So I said as I got myself closer up to her, 
** Mary, you'll grant me one kiss, to be sureV* 

Says I, when I'd gin her one sweet melting smack, 
** If you don't like it, why give it me back :" 
Said she^ " Mr. Balph," and she look'd so demure, 
** What makes you so imp' ruut V* * *• '^V-^ > V*^*^* \a\ift. 



sung," 
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Says I, **Will you many!" while down her head 

hung. 
She answered, "Why, Bidph, we're both of us too 

young ; 
And if we wur married, we'd always be poor. 
And we might have some children ;*' says I, *^ To he 

sure/'' 

*' I have saved up three pounds," says I, ** safe in a 

purse, 
So let us get married for better, for worse ; 
'Twill happiness bring to us both quite secure ;" 
" But d'ye think we shall do ?" " Lord, " says T, * To 

he sure/** 

Her kisses so sweet did the minutes beguile, 
When who but old master should come o'er the stile : 
Says ho, " Master Ralph, dost thee think HI endure ! 
Do you call this working V* says I, ** To he sure /" 

Siiys he, "Now I'll just tell ye what, Master Ralph, 
You're getting too lazy and saucy by half; 
You don't do no work — you're as thin as a skewer, 
But ye feeds nation well l" ** Yes," says I, '*Toh€ 
surer 

One word brought another — be got in a rage. 
Discharged me at once, but first paid me my wage : 
I've gotten a good place, no longer I'm poor. 
So I'll marry sweet Mary — I will, '* To he sureT 
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Near Hoorfields is a house of prayer 

Of all the fair stars that so brightly 

Of idl the various ills by which poor fellows are oppresse 
Oh! all you young damsels take warning by me 
Oh, dear 1 oh, dear ! rood gentlefolks, may it be said 

Ohj dear ! it is beyond believing 

Oh, deary me, it makes me fireuUl 

Oh! Ikther had a jolly knack 

Ohl I did love her dearly 

Oh ! twas Dermot O'Nolan M'Pigg 

Oh I what a thing it is that eyery man 

0,ladv, sing that song again 

O let her seek my grave to grieve 

Once at Hygrate uved a ftm ly 

Over port, i>ipe, or snoff'box 

Poor Megro say one ting, vou no take offence 

Pray, had you ever a cousin, Tom ? 

Queen Bess once fed three men for a year 

Says the parson of the parish, all rosy his gills 

Since the distant day I prattled o'er ... 

'The archery meeting is fixed for the third 

The right hand one day to the left hand did say 

Themornhig was misty, I made myself gay 

There was a waterman, one Jack Street 

There's cauld kail in Aberdeen 

There is a county 1 know well 

This is my eldest daughter, sir 

This life is a journey, we're travellers all 

•Tis a folly to talk of life's troubles 

To study the i)eople, the climate, and weather 
'Twas a beautiful night, as a tipsy wight ... ... 

Up in the morning, up in the morning 

We met, 'twas in a crowd 

IVhen I wur at whoam I wur in a sad plight 

"When I was boon apprentice 

When this old cap was new 

While others delight of those heroes to boast ' 

While in her fairy bower alone ,.. 

Who would not bask in beauty's smile ? ... ... 

Will Windsor was a barber bold ... 

Te g^ood fellows all ... 

Te maids and ye bachelors, come in a ring 

Ye lasses and bucks, leave off your sly looks 

You find me here in bed, Dobbin 

You're clever at drawing, I own 

Your laughter I'll try ^ P^to^Qte 



tit 



ttt 



u 



i 



I 



